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PREFACE. 



The following tales were originally published 
in Colburn's New Monthly Magazine, under the 
pseudonym of "Basil May," during the early 
editorship of Mr. W. Harrison Ainsworth. In 
reproducing them collectively in my own name, 
under the aegis of my present publisher, Mr. 
John Hodges, I await, not without anxiety, the 
verdict of the public, believing there is no 
nobler pursuit in life than that of literature. 

THE AUTHOR. 

London^ 
December 12/A, 1873. 
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THE HADJ MARABOU'S JUDGMENT. 

Being the first Tale of my Dragoman, 

In contradistinction with the usual custom of 
the East, where one man takes unto himself 
many wives, a certain Moorish lady of Algiers 
took it into her head to have two husbands. 
One was a porter, the other was a baker. The 
porter's business kept him out during the day ; 
the baker was never at home at night. Thus 
the reader sees there was no fear of the cari 
sposi coming in contact with each other. 

In the course of time the lady was as ladies 
like to be when they love their lords, and the 
approaching event was looked forward to by 
both husbands, individually and separately, with 
feelings of undivided satisfaction. 

" It shall be a holiday," said the porter. 
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"Were the whole community dependent on 
my night's labour for their next day's bread, 
they should fast," affirmed the baker. 

And they kept their word. 

The hoped-for day arrived. They met, and, 
strange to relate, both were grateful ; and both 
believing in their claim to the title of father, 
both insisted on their right to exercise parental 
authority over the child. How should this diffi- 
cult question be settled? They would go to 
the cadi, and lay the matter before him. 

"Mustapha," said the cadi, addressing the 
baker, "you say the child is yours ?" 

" As I live, by the grace of the true prophet, 
your most sublime personification of the efferves- 
cence of wisdom hath spoken truly." 

" Mahmoud," continued the cadi, addressing 
the other, "thou maintainest that the brat 
is thine?" 

" I believe you, my boy," answered Mahmoud, 
who had heard English sailors make use of 
the expression, and who, from the fact of the 
cadi having frequently to decide between them 
and the Algerines, thought he was paying a 
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tribute of admiration to the cadi's knowledge 
of British idioms. 

But the cadi frowned. "Let him receive 
twenty stripes," said he. 

The eunuchs prepared to seize him, but 
the unfortunate Mahmoud prostrated himself 
at the feet of the cadi, crying, "Allah! il 
Allah! and Mannikan's his brother!" 

The cadi bowed ; the attendants threw them- 
selves upon their faces, and Mahmoud was 
saved. 

There was a moment's pause, during which 
the whole assembly seemed to be digesting the 
solemn effect that Mahmoud's appeal had had 
upon them, and then the cadi, addressing him 
again, said," Thou sayest the brat is thine ?" 

"The moon," answered Mahmoud, reverently, 
"Jights the pilgrim on his way, and shows him 
the precipice ; bitt thy words, oh ! son of Allah, 
are like the sun's rays, which not only " 

"Cut it short," interrupted the cadi. "Yea, 
or nay?" 

"Yes, oh Allah!" 

"Listen, then, for this is my judgment," 
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said the cadL " If the child was born at night, 
Mahmoud is the father, but if the child came 
into the world during the day, then — (here he 
looked round as if in search of a third claimant) 
— ^then 

From infant lips a Mustapha, 
Rejoicing, shall be call'd PapAa ;*' 

and with this horrid attempt at a poetical pun 
the cadi dismissed the parties. 

As fast as their legs could carry them, they 
rushed towards home to hear the truth from 
the sage-femme. Of course she could tell. But 
here -another difficulty occurred, for the child 
was born neither during the day nor during the 
night, but at twilight, which is neither day nor 
night 

"Holy Prophet!" ejaculated Mahmoud, as 
soon as he heard this. 

" What shall we do ?" inquired Mustapha. 
"Go," said the nurse, "and consult the 
wise man of the hills — the Kebur Hadj 
Marabou." Marabou implying that he had 
gone on a pilgrimage to Mecca, which proba- 
tionary undertaking was supposed to impart to 
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those who accomplished it the supernatural 
powers of the diviner. "I shall accompany 
you," she added, " and take the child with me. 
It may be wanted." 

The Hadj Marabou — the anchorite, or wise 
man of the hills — dwelt upon the highest of 
a clump known as the Khorzarrah. There his 
days wer,e spent in worshipping the true pro- 
phet, and settling for the Algerines those knotty 
points which were beyond the wisdom of the 
cadi. 

Having, in the present case, heard both sides 
of the question — -as all impartial judges should 
do — ^the Hadj, from his dwelling, which hap- 
pened to be a crevice in the mountain's side, 
brought forth three walnut shells, which he 
placed in a pair of small scales and reduced to 
equal weight. 

" Mustapha, my son, bare thy arm," said he. 

Mustapha did as he was bid, and the Hadj, 
drawing from his pocket a small and well- 
pointed lancet, proceeded to open the vein, 
from whence he drew as much blood as would 
fill one of the nut-shells. Having subjected 
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Mahmood to the same operatioii and filled 
the second shell, he took the chfld from the 
nurse, bled it m the same manner, and filled 
the third sheU. He then alternately we^hed 
the shell containing the blood of the child 
against each of the shells containing that of the 
men, and him whose blood the child's more 
nearly equalled in weight he declared to be the 
father. 

We are not told whether ]Mahmoud won 
the day, or whether, in the words of the cadi. 



" From infant lips a Mustapha, 
Rejoicing, shall be cali'd Papiia.' 
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BABALI AND THE PACHA. 

Being the second Tale of my Dragoman. 

m 

Babali the poet, philosopher, and dreamer 
took a stroll, bent on star-gazing. Babali was 
in advance of his age, had outstepped the May- 
nooth doctors who said that the stars were so 
many balls of fire, and that the moon was no 
larger than a Dutch cheese. Babali had gone 
deeper into the matter; with head thrown 
back almost at right angles with his heels, 
arms crossed on his chest, and eyes distended, 
he had studied the moon, had been charmed 
with the good-natured expression of its broad 
physiognomy, grinning mouth, and benignant 
nose. From those signs he drew the con- 
clusion that it must be a jolly world that 
smiled so pleasantly upon mankind. Babali 
was in one of his humours, ecstatic, foreign, 
detached from the outer world. Heedless of 
the deepening shades of night, not caring a 
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pistachio for the khamsy which mi^ht surprise 
and overwhehn him, he pursaed his course. 
How loner he might have done so it is hard to 
say, but all of a sudden a violort pain of cramp 
at the nape of the neck dispelled his viaonary 
speculations, and recalled him to himself, 

** Allah! Allah I" he exclaimed, wincing 
under i^ and trying to bring his head forward 
to a perpendicular ; but it had remained so long 
thrown back, the nerves had contracted, and it 
was some lime before he could get it right 
again, or felt entirely free from a sensation of 
pain. 

"Allah ! AUah ! where are we ?" 

Where was Babali indeed? Above, the 
heavens ; below and all around, a desert — ^arid, 
wide. Babali had lost his way. He retraced 
his steps, walked back again, diverged to the 
right, to the left ; went north, south, east, and 
west, all to no purpose ; he could not find 
the right track. Bewildered, exhausted, pant- 
ing, the nascient morn found him lying on the 
ground, his head resting on a mound of sand. 
Babali's hands were clasped, his travel-soiled and 
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torn brodequins scarcely held to his feet, bleed- 
ing, sore. The blood had flown to his head, 
his lips were swollen, his tongue was parched > 
his eyes distended and fixed. There was a 
guttural sound in his throat — Babali was 
choking. Then he experienced a spasmodic 
sensation ; his head rolled off the mound, and 
struck heavily on the ground, face downwards. 
He bled profusely at the nose, and this fortu- 
nate circumstance saved him. He sat up, 
gathered in his knees, and joined hands around 
them. 

"Oh, if I had but a donkey !" he exclaimed. 

"Allah is merciful," said a deep voice behind 
him. 

Babali turned in the direction of the sound, 
and beheld a fat gentleman, with a long 
beard and many tails, leading an ass with a 
foal en croupe. 

Now this fat gentleman happened to be a 
pacha, who was taking an early ride, and it 
chanced that the animal he rode, being with 
foal, littered on the way. This sorely perplexed 
the worthy man, who valued his new-got 
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treasure, so he placed it on its parent's back, 
and was fain himself to lead the elder beast. 

Babali, believing in the interposition of a kind 
Providence, prepared to take his place by the 
side of the youngest member of the party, but 
the pacha, with a nervous hand, grasped him 
by the broadest part of his pantaloon, and held 
him back. 

"Ah, dog! what wouldst thou? Art mad, 
to think of bestriding this poor ass. Take thou 
the foal on thine own shoulders and relieve the 
dam, or by Mohammet thou livest not to see to- 



morrow's sun." 



Aghast, terrified, Babali staggered back. 

"Highness!" he cried, "I am worn out 
with travel — I can scarcely stand — dim shadows 
flit before mine eyes ; * pity the poor blind man.*" 

"Pity me, no pities!" answered the pacha. 
"On with you ; why 'tarry yet awhile ?*" 

Now it was known far and near, that when the 
pacha quoted from the North Land savages it 
was no joking matter, and Babali fearing to 
provoke his ire shouldered the young ass and 
staggered onwards, as best he could, at the 
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pacha's heels. In due time they reached the 
city, and having set down his burden at the 
pacha's door, the latter rewarded him for his 
pains and great suffering with a kick in his 
breech, adding : 

"Babali, oh thou fool! When thou callest 
upon Allah to send thee an ass, ask for a 
donkey that thou canst ride." 

Poor Babali made the best of his way home, 
where he found his wife standing on the 
threshold of the door. He had strength enough 
left to throw himself into her arms, from whose 
embrace he was removed to be lain upon his 
bed, from which he did not rise for many days. 



It was a fine night, just such another as 
that which introduced Babali to the reader. 

He was convalescent, and had gone oilt to 
breathe the soft, night air. Babali's cheek was 
pale, and step somewhat unsteady, yet he felt a 
strong inclination to roam. 

"If I had but a donkey that I could 
ride!" he ejaculated, as he emerged upon the 
square. 
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" Babali, as I live ! " exclaimed some one who 
heard the wish. 

"That's true, friend Mustapha/* rejoined 
Babali. " Me thought I heard thee wish thou 
hadst a donkey ?" continued Mustapha. 

"Verily thou heardest aright." 

"And whither wouldst thou go?" inquired 
Mustapha. 

" Merely a-roaming." 

" Listen to me, friend," said Mustapha, falling 
into Babali's step, and walking by his side. 
"Thou art a dreamer, and passest thy life in 
vain endeavours to unravel the mysteries which 
encompass us on every side, hoping to obtain a 
solution which will remove the veil from before 
the eyes of thy fellow-men. Hast thou never 
heard of that North Land compounder of drugs, 
whose wise maxim it was 'where ignorance 
is bliss 'tis folly to be wise ?* If a patient re- 
covered, it was attributed to the virtue of his 
pills ; if the patient died, it was that his time 
had come. Those there were who would know 
of what the pills were made, and then they lost 
all faith, and were never saved. Take my advice : 
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accept the world and its anomalies as it is. 
Thy measure of life is threescore and ten. It 
will soon come round, friend ; think of that, and 
let not the reflection intrude on thee at the 
eleventh hour that thy life has been a dream." 

But Babali heeded him not; his eyes were 
raised to the canopy of heaven ; his whole 
soul was absorbed in its contemplation. 

" If I had but a donkey that I could ride !" 

"Allah hears the prayers of his faithful 
servant," said Mustapha. "My ass has been 
to grass for the last month. Command thy 
friend, and it shall bear thee whithersoever 
thou wouldst go." 

They had by this time reached Mustapha's 
dwelling, who took Babali by the arm and led 
him to the back of the premises, where there 
was an enclosed piece of ground whereon the 
donkey had enjoyed a month of rural freedom. 

"An airing will stretch its legs," said 
Mustapha ; " mount thou him, therefore, and 
the spirit of the true Prophet attend and 
watch over thee." 

Babali did not require a second bid^'""" 
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but accepted the ofTer at once, and in a few 
minutes was journeying without the city. 

*' I will not stray from the path/* said Babali 
to himself; ''but being on assback will indulge 
in a long ramble. There is no fear of my 
getting tired." 

So saying, he slackened the rein on the don- 
key's back, letting him go his own pace, and 
gave himself up entirely to the study of the 
stars. 

We are not quite sure that he had not 
made some satisfactory discovery, without the 
aid of a telescope, tending to prove that the 
end of the world would be brought about by 
our running foul of one of the planets, when 
we should inevitably be split to pieces, not 
larger than those so-called thunderbolts which 
are occasionally picked up in the fields, but 
which never by any chance honour crowded 
cities with their presence. Babali's imagination 
had soared thus far above sublunary matters, 
when the cold night air taking effect on his 
prominents, he was fain to remember that he 
still formed part and parcel of the known 
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»* 

world; but he had derived such gratification 
from his ride, that his first impulse wias to get 
off his ass, throw himself down on his knees, 
and offer up a prayer of thanks to the Prophet. 
Having thus solaced his exuberant spirit, he 
got on assback again, but wonder of wonders ! 
the beast would not stir. No, let him try what 
he would, patting, thumping, it was all to no 
purpose ; the brute was steeled alike to coaxing 
and beating. He remembered the well-known 
strophe which the popular North Land poet 
addressed to his own donkey, deprecating in 
soul-stirring language the employment of rigor- 
ous measures in the event of his meeting 
with a stubborn animal, nobly insisting on 
"persuasion better than force ;*' and Babali 
repeated the original words in melodious strain 
to Mustapha's ass, but it was not to be charmed. 
Evidently Mustapha had not cultivated in the 
animal a taste either for poetry or music. Morn- 
ing dawned, and found Babali victim still to 
his companion's stubborn disposition. He had 
given up the struggle in despair, and sat down ; 
but now he resolved to try again. Standing 
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before the brute, he endeavoured, with out- 
stretched arm, to pull him along by the bridle. 
With fore feet stoutly planted the brute stood 
firm as a rock, not to be moved. Babali 
rampant^ Ass reposant. 

A loud laugh at his back caused Babali to 
start and turn his head : there, at his elbow, 
stood his old acquaintance the pacha, as before 
on assback, whilst at his side walked his aga. 

"Holy Prophet! what ails his faithful ser- 
vant ?" he asked. 

" Highness," answered Babali, " 'tis Mustapha's 
ass has brought me here ; the stubborn brute 
since noon of night has stood, and nought that I 
can do will move him." 

The pacha chuckled. The aga stooped, and 
rubbed his hands between his knees. 

*'Aga," said the pacha. 

"Thy slave is here, O Sublime Essence of 
Truth." 

" Hast thou the bundle of thistles ?" 

The aga made no reply, but from the 
spacious pocket of his pantaloon drew forth the 
requred bundle, and presented it to the pacha. 
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who got off his ass^ and commanded the aga to 
take his place. Then bidding Babali stand on 
one side and keep his eyes open, he tied one end 
of a piece of string round the bundle of thistles, 
and the other end he fastened to his bamboo. 
Then getting astride the stubborn donkey's back, 
he rested the cane on its head, with the thistles 
dangling about an inch from its nose. No 
sooner did the beast feel the propinquity of the 
thistles, than it stretched out its neck, and bit 
at them ; but with his cane, which he managed 
like a rudder, he first allowed them to bump up 
against its nose, and then thrust them out of its 
reach. Tantalised, teased, the ass, losing all 
patience, set off at a tremendous gallop in 
pursuit of provender which it was not destined 
to reach. Evidently the pacha's neck was in 
danger, so his faithful aga clapped heels to his 
ass, and both master and man had soon disap- 
peared. 

"Verily, verily," said Babali, as despondingly 
he bent his steps homewards, "are our wishes 
ever realised, or, being realised, are we ever 
satisfied } " 
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HOW MUFTIFIZ ROSE TO GREATNESS. 

Being the third Tale of my Dragoman. 

Now, there was in a certain Turkish province, a 
pacha much beloved of the people for his con- 
descension and impartiality. Daily, almost, 
accompanied by his officers of state, he 
visited the bazaars and stalls, and though not 
always a purchaser, he invariably addressed 
some pleasing remark to the dealers. A great 
favourite of his was a certain Muftifiz, a 
jeweller, whose shrewdness had attracted his 
notice. 

" By Bruin's ultimatum !" exclaimed the 
pacha, "a rare brooch, a very rare brooch; 
and thou sayest, Muftifiz, 'tis genuine tribute 
gold ; that these bright sparkling gems sym- 
bolise the frankness and liberality of the North 
Land Gaiour. By ^luckenough's passport, I like 
the allegory. What say the faithful servants 
of the Prophet?" he inquired, turning to his 
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officers, who had gathered round him at his first 
words. 

There was the kiaya, a host in himself. 
There was Achmet Benali, Achmet AU, and 
Bibi; severally, the grand master of the 
mules and whipper-in in ordinary to the seraglio, 
the master of the pantaloons and dispenser in 
extraordinary of otto of roses, the commander- 
in-chief of all the forces. 

Various were the ejaculations of astonish- 
ment and delight which proceeded from these 
great men on beholding this wonderful combi- 
nation of nature and art. 

The kiaya looked greedy, Achmet Benali 
was wistful, Achmet Ali gave a glance at his 
person, and Bibi swore by the fumes of his 
chibouk. 

" Such an appropriate trinket must not belong 
to any other but ourself," said the pacha ; 
*' friend Muftifiz, let it be carefully packed and 
sent to the palace." 

"Your highness';^ will be done," answered 
Muftifiz, bowing graciously; and with satis- 
faction beaming on his countenance he laid 
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the jewel on one sidcL "His faithful slave; 
he continued, pra3rs his highness will look at 
these wares/' and he directed the attention of 
the pacha and his attendants to the contents of 
a mahogany-case, in which was a variety of 
articles, from a gold Geneva watch to a silver 
Sheffield toothpick. 

Each bought something. The pacha a signet 
ring, the kiaya a pair of earrings, the master of 
the mules a jockey-cap and whip coat-studs, 
the dispenser in extraordinary of otto of roses 
a scent bottle, and Bibi a paper-knife made 
like a dagger. 

Whilst so engaged, a fakir, or religious 
mendicant, happened to pass, and seeing the 
illustrious company in the jeweller's shop, 
stepped in and solicited alms, and Bibi, who 
was also almoner, put some loose coins in a 
piece of paper and handed them to him. 

''The spirit of the true Prophet be with 
you/' said the beggar, and disappeared. 

The pacha and his attendants had been 
gone about ten minutes, and were about to 
enter one of the bazaars, when Muftlfiz, 
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breathless, pale, and greatly agitated, presented 
himself before the pacha, and begged he would 
grant him a few moments in private. The 
pacha, who perceived his favourite's scared 
looks, and saw at a glance that some matter 
of importance alone could so disturb his usual 
equanimity, bid his officers retire to a distance 
whilst he conversed with him. 

" Highness," said Muftifiz, and he stammered 
as he spoke, " the brooch is gone." 

" Gone — the brooch gone — where ?" 

"I know not, highness. I laid it on one 
side whilst you inspected my other wares ; no 
one has been into my shop since, and now I 
cannot lay hands on it. Allah! Allah! be 
merciful, or his servant is lost" 

•'Calm thyself, friend Muftifiz," said the 
pacha ; and calling to his attendants, he bade 
them retrace their steps to the jeweller's. 

Nothing but looks occurred, not a single 
word was spoken, for every one felt there was 
something unusual had happened. 

" Faithful and honest servants," said the 
pacha, as soon as they were all in, and the 
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door was closed, "somebody has prigged a 
brooch. It isn't me, here's the proof;" and 
suiting the action to the word, the pacha turned 
out the pockets of his pantaloon, and held them 
out by the ends between his finger and thumb. 
This was both an example and a command. 

The kiaya turned out his pockets and slipped 
off his pantaloon; Achmet Benali took off* 
pantaloon and vest; Achmet Ali pantaloon, 
vest, and brodequins ; and Bibi undressed. But 
no one took off his turban. The kiaya the 
pacha kindly requested to uncover ; Benali was 
told to follow his example ; Ali was reminded 
that the pacha waited; and Bibi got a look. 
However, no brooch was to be found, and 
Muftifiz, bewildered and at a loss what to say, 
stammered out an apology, which the pacha 
graciously accepted, and placing a heavy purse 
upon the counter, went away. 

Muftifiz gave a good hunt for the missing 
brooch, and dismissed the matter from his 
mind, which he was the more disposed to do 
as the pacha had contributed largely to the 
reparation of his loss by the well-filled purse he 



How Muftifiz rose to Greatness. 23 



had left. Indeed, tradition says that the 
pacha's partiality was signally exemplified, and 
Muftiiiz's loss more than compensated. Muftifiz 
was grateful, but he regretted that so kind a 
ruler should be a victim to the trust he reposed 
in others, fdr he had no doubt in his mind 
that some one of his ofHcers could have ac- 
counted for the missing jewel; and his sus- 
picions were strengthened when vague rumours 
reached his ears that other dealers had missed 
different articles, and at all times on the 
occasion of their marts being honoured by 
the visits of the pacha and the court; but these 
losses were passed over in silence, as it could 
not be supposed for an instant that such august 
company could know anything about the matter. 
At length these whispers taking the form of 
accusations, the worthy Muftifiz thought it 
would but be doing his duty to inform the worthy 
pacha on the subject, and this he promised 
himself he would do the very next time he 
honoured him with a visit. He had not long 
to wait. The pacha came, and as chance would 
have it, unattended, except by an eunuch, who 
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held his mule, and half-a-dozen mamalukes 
to guard his august person. 

^ Good day, friend/' said the pacha. 

Muftifiz prostrated himself. 

''Has our faithful servant a gold padlock 
and key which will resist the skilfuUest con- 
trivances of the ablest lock picker ?" 

'' How happy is his faithful servant to have it 

in his power to serve his highness/' said 

Muftifiz. '^ Here are locks and keys from the 

reputed depositories of Chubb, and Bramah, 

and Cupid's forges, which will bafHe the 

keenest." 

" Ah ! Muftifiz," sighed his highness, whilst 

he selected several, which he alternately tried, 

so as to find one easy to his hand. 

" What ails your highness ?" 

" Oh ! that we should find it difficult to trust 
even those we love/' answered the pacha. 
"There, Muftifiz, I think this one will do; it 
is small, yet to all appearance beautifully com- 
plicated. " 

It was the habit of the pacha to indulge in long 
and familiar chats with his favourite, and on this 
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occasion the latter soon found an opportunity to 
allude to the above-mentioned rumours. The 
pacha was much shocked; he could scarcely 
credit that his faithful liegemen had been the 
victims of a system he ignored. In his first 
impulse he would have returned to the palace 
immediately, assembled his ministers, and, on 
pain of instant bow-stringing, summoned the 
culprit to declare himself ; but then he reflected 
that he should be acting unjustly towards the 
innocent, in case the guilty proved obstinate, and 
for a moment he sincerely regretted he was not 
himself pacha, kiaya, and body-diplomatic, all in 
one. 

"Allah! Allah!" he exclaimed, "who shall 
solve this mystery ?" 

"That will I," said Muftifiz. 

"Thou," rejoined the pacha; "and how wilt 
thou proceed?" 

Muftifiz told the pacha as much of the line of 
conduct he meant to pursue as answered his 
purpose, which tended to obtain the pacha's 
authorization to proceed in the matter exactly as 
his impulses should prompt him, with a guarantee 
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that whatever he did should receive the pacha's 
assent. 

In the course of his investigation, Muttifiz 
discovered many secrets and learnt many things. 
For instance, he learnt that the kiaya was very 
friendly, too friendly, perhaps, with the fair Bar- 
barosa, his fellow-labourer, Pupmoud's wife. He 
knew exactly what jewellery she had, how long 
she had had it, and from whence it came ; and 
recognizing his own wares which had been legiti- 
mately sold, though not regularly paid for by 
the kiaya, he got nothing from that quarter. He 
learnt how Achmet Benali, as grand master of 
the mules, and whipper-in in ordinary to the 
seraglio, had presumed upon his influence to be- 
stow all the vacant stalls on his own family, and 
turned the feminine chit-chat to his personal 
benefit. He learnt how Achmet Ali, as master 
of the pantaloons and dispenser in extraordinary 
of otto of roses, had let out on hire the sovereign 
breeches for masquerade nights, and spilt the 
perfume to destroy the public scent. But what 
was infinitely more to the purpose, he learnt that 
Bibi indulged in solitary walks whilst his fellow- 
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ministers were at their clubs, or pleasantly 
engaged on their own special pet business. 
That BibJ, the son of Mars — Bibi, of all men — 
should take solitary- walks, bore something so 
strange on the face of it, he determined to watch 
him closely. Assuming the costume of an 
Armenian, and putting powder on his beard and 
hair, to make them look grey, and placing a 
pair of green spectacles on his nose, Muftifiz 
took up a position in front of the palace. 
Presently, Bibi came out, twirling a cane round 
his fingers, and looking very bold. It being 
dark, Muftifiz pretended not to see, and ran up 
violently against him. 

" Dog !" exclaimed Bibi, striking him a severe 
blow across the shoulders with his cane. 

Muftifiz was profuse of excuses, but the ruse 
had succeeded ; Bibi did not recognize him. 
Closely and pertinaciously he hung on his steps 
that night, followed him into the bazaars, stopped 
with him at the stalls, watched him into different 
marts, but Bibi did nothing but what was quite 
correct. Once or twice even, Muftifiz noticed 
that he bestowed alms on the fakirs who soli- 
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cited his charity ; and recognizing in a subsequent 
application the same fakir who had been a pre- 
vious recipient, he felt quite grieved that this 
charitable man should be so imposed upon. 
They had now reached that quarter of the city 
which no true follower of the Prophet was ever 
supposed to enter — the domain of the Gaiour — 
and Muftifiz, like all true believers, having the 
stench in his nostrils, was about to leave Bibi to 
his fate, when, for the third time, standing in the 
reflection of the light, he saw the fakir who had 
twice received charity deliberately make a sign 
to Bibi, who followed in his steps, and turned 
down a dark corner, where he entered into con- 
versation together. From thence he traced them 
to the house of an infidel general dealer, where 
he thought it advisable to leave them, but pro- 
mised himself to renew his investigation on the 
morrow, not doubting for a moment but that he 
now had a clue. The following night Muftifiz 
having applied for and obtained the assistance of 
a guard of mamalukes, posted then in the same 
dark corner, with strict instructions to their chief 
not to leave the spot, and proceeded to his own 
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watch in front of the palace, from which Bibi soon 
issued. He followed him into a bazaar, where 
Bibi stopped at a stall, and requested to look at 
some trinkets. Several were shown to him — 
rings, bracelets, earrings, brooches, and pins for 
the hair. Whilst handling some of these, the 
fakir of the preceding night solicited alms. 
Muftifiz now drew up quite close, and saw Bibi 
put his right hand into his pocket, from which he 
drew a small square-piece of paper, in which from 
his left hand he wrapped up something, which 
he tossed to the beggar. This short comedy was 
repeated some three or four times at different 
places, and then Bibi directed his steps to the 
spot where he had met the mendicant. There 
the latter had preceded him. Muftifiz diverged 
I'ound, and as soon as they turned the corner gave 
the word to the mamalukes, who sprang upon 
the pair, seized them despite of Bibi's expostula- 
tions and threats, bound them with cords, and 
took them before the pacha. There the mendi- 
cant was searched, and in his gabardine were 
found, not well-bestowed alms, but many of the 
^richest gems of the province. 
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The poor pacha was greatly shocked that BibU 
one of his household, under the cloak of religion, 
should have conspired to rob his people, thereby 
provoking their suspicions and animosity against 
himself, whose only wish was to be entirely free 
from cares of any kind. He determined to make 
an example, and commanded that Bibi and his 
confederate should be immediately put to death. 
Muftifiz he handsomely rewarded for this signal 
piece of service ; indeed, he became so great a 
favourite, that scarcely a day passed he was not 
sent for to attend at the palace on some piece of 
business or other. The pacha even admitted him 
to his secret conferences with the kiaya, and 
now and then appealing to him, would say: 
" What thinks our faithful servant Muftifiz ?" or, 
"We shall talk it over at our leisure with friend 
Muftifiz." 

Time flew on apace. The pacha, worthy man, 
leaving state matters entirely to his ministers 
continued to lead an easy, careless life, which 
however was not destined to run smooth. Vague 
rumours reached the palace of a formidable con- 
spiracy against the state, and by an anonymous 
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intimation, the pacha was apprised that an im- 
portant member of his goverment was at the head 
of it. 

'' What can it mean ?" said the pacha, who, 
with his two familiars, was squatted on tiger 
skins in the divan, sipping his coffee and puffing 
his chibouk. 

The kiaya emitted thick volumes of smoke, 
which might be taken to imply that he felt quite 
as puzzled as his worthy master. 

"Hast observed nothing to excite thy sus- 
picions, faithful Muftifiz ?'' asked the pacha. 

"To suspect, oh! excellence," said Muftifiz, 
who had conversed with Martin Tupper on his 
projected " Proverbial Philosophy," "is not to 
reap in the furrows of my brain good harvest of 
of right reasons." 

" Well said, friend," answered the pacha ; " still 
wilt thou lend thine aid to our faithful servant 
the kiaya ?" 

" His humble servant will not hide from his 
beloved master that the matter may prove intri- 
cate." 

" Do thy best, friend Muftifiz, do thy best ; we 
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place entire confidence in the wisdom of our ser- 
vant. " 

We said, in the matter of the Bibi conspiracy, 
that Muftifiz had learnt how the kiaya was very 
friendly with the fair Barbarosa. Now this 
worthy dame, like the rest of her sex, had her 
little failings — an inordinate vanity and love of 
adulation. She had married Pupmoud at a 
time of life when she was scarcely conscious of 
the importance of the step she took ; and in 
later years discovered it was much against her 
inclination. Being a remarkably handsome 
woman, she had been so fortunate, or unfortunate^ 
as the case may be, as to attract the notice of 
the kiaya, who fed upon her smiles with all the 
ardour of a thoroughly fascinated man. She felt 
her strength, and her chains became doubly bur- 
densome to her. What would she not have given 
to have had it in her power to snap them ! But 
though Pupmoud was but a simple burgess, still 
he belonged to an influential corporation, in 
offending which the kiaya would have run great 
risks, this class being specially favoured by the 
pacha, who moreover, in cases of matrimonial 
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peccadilloes, were known to exercise great se- 
verity. Pupmoud, who did not feel the least 
flattered by the homage paid to his better half, 
though compelled to devour his anger in secret, 
would have risked the salvation of his soul almost 
for an opportunity to be revenged. This soon oc- 
curred. Barbarosa talked in her sleep, and 
though she made no distinct statement^ she said 
enough to induce her husband to send that 
anonymous intimation to the pacha of which 
we have spoken. 

One morning that the pacha had listened, 
through his interpreter, to a glowing account of 
one of those tremendous battles fought by the 
British North Land savages amongst themselves, 
and was still wondering how it happened that 
such raging warfare resulted only in Sergeant 
Tightstrap's horse being blinded of one eye by 
an adverse ramrod, which had not been with- 
drawn from the barrel, and in Private Cookspet 
having sprained his ankle in leaping into the 
enemy's trenches, he was informed that his 
faithful Muftifiz craved a private audience. He 
commanded that he should be admitted at once. 

3 
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" Hast discovered anything, friend Muftifiz ?" 
eagerly asked the pacha. 

" Highness," answered Muftifiz, in a despond- 
ing tone of voice, " all other means have failed, 
I have but one resource left." And he pro- 
ceeded to inform the pacha that he wished he 
would have him arrested as the originator of the 
conspiracy, and express his intention of having 
him executed in eight-and-forty hours ; and 
perceiving the pacha's undisguised astonish- 
ment at such a demand, he. added : "Your 
excellency's faithful servant believes this will 
be the means of obtaining a solution, and begs 
your highness will grant his request " 

It was therefore agreed between them that it 
should be as Muftifiz wished — that he should 
leave the palace, and proceed to his own house ; 
in the mean time, the pacha should give the 
order for his arrest and execution ; but that no 
one should be allowed to visit him in prison 
without a warrant from the pacha, who, from a 
hidden place, should watch the interview him- 
self. Accordingly, the next morning it was 
generally known throughout the city that 
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Muftifiz had been arrested for conspiracy, and 
would be executed the following day ; but that 
the pacha, in his great clemency, not wishing to 
deprive Muftifiz's heirs of his immense wealth, 
had allowed him to make his will, which 
gracious condescension he had availed himself 
of, by bequeathing it all to his fellow-citizen 
Pupmoud. 

Now the kiaya happened to be Muftiiiz's 
debtor to a considerable amount for jewellery 
bought and monies lent, and he naturally argued 
that Pupmoud would inherit the credits as well 
as the real property. He knew that Pupmoud 
hated him with all an injured husband's 
strength, hence he drew the conclusion that 
Pupmoud would not leave a stone unturned to 
effect his ruin. It was quite out of his power to 
cancel the debt, and therefore he was at his 
mercy. Of two evils, he chose what ap- 
peared to him to be the lesser. He sought 
Muftifiz. 

As soon as he was introduced, " Vanish !" 
said he to the janisary who had admitted him. 
The official closed the door upon him and dis- 
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appeared. Then addressing Muftiiizy the kiaya 
said, " I have come to offer thee life. " 

"My life! to me! Tamper not with my 
misfortunes, your greatness." 

"Listen to me," continued the kiaya. "I 
owe thee 10,000 zechins ; dost thou value free- 
dom at that sum ? " 

" Can you ask it, " answered Muftifiz. 

"Wilt thou give me a quittance in good form 
for that amount, against a warrant that I shall 
bring thee of pardon, and enjoyment of all thy 
former rights and privileges ? " 

"You jest, greatness,'' said Muftifiz, with a 
sickly smile. 

" Thou art arrested for conspiracy ?" asserted 
the kiaya. 

Muftifiz bowed. 

" Whether justly or unjustly I will not pretend 
to say ; his sublime highness keeps the matter 
to himself." 

Muftifiz looked surprised. 

"But what I have to say to thee, to thee 
alone, " continued the kiaya, going up to him, 
placing his hand on his shoulder and lowering 
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his voice, "is, that there is a second con- 
spiracy." 

" Ah ! what says your excellency T 

"There is a second conspiracy," i-epeated the 
kiaya. 

" And your greatness has discovered it ?" 

"Discovered it! pshaw!*' he exclaimed, be- 
trayed by his feelings into a louder tone of 
voice, " I am the man that pulls the wires, O 
Muftifiz ! " 

No sooner had the last words escaped his lips 
than the end of the cell seemed to disappear as 
if by magic, and it became filled with soldiers, 
with the pacha at their head. The kiaya was 
surrounded in a moment, and whilst he was 
being held, the pacha, addressing him, said : 

"O thou wicked man, on whom so many 
benefits have been bestowed, not content with 
the indulgence of thy passions, thou hast sought 
to remedy their evil consequences in the accom- 
plishment of a crime. Let thy end be an 
example to all men." 

At these words the mamelukes plunged their 
scimitars into the body of the kiaya, who ceased 
to exist. 
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**And thou, my faithful servant, "resumed the 
pacha, linking his arm with that of Muftifiz^ 
" thou shalt occupy the post th?it unworthy man 
so lately filled ; and thy talents and discernment 
shall aid and enlighten the councils of thy^ 
sovereign. 
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PASHAS AND BLUESTOCKINGS. 

Being the fourth Tale of my Dragoman. 

The two provinces, you must know, PacchoulH 
and RostanbouUi, join. Some centuries ago a 
great change occurred at Facchoulli in the 
spirit of the age : there reigned paramount a 
predominant feminine ascendancy; the s^enus 
homo became subservient. This superior flight 
of the gentler intellect, which no doubt was to 
be attributed to one of those unaccountable 
phenomena produced by the relative bearing of 
the phases of the moon, and the mutations of 
the seasons, considered electrically, had effected 
a complete revolution in the hitherto natural 
state of things. The first symptoms had declared 
themselves in the shape of cerebral emana- 
tions, of which we have no distinct record 
further than that, like evil spirits, they assumed 
the shape of "Clouded Happiness," "The 
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Heart's Last Sigh," "The Silent Tear." Subse- 
quently a coterie was formed under the name of 
**Karacoulloukdji, " and the leader of this sect 
was a certain Mistress Ladica Fetticat. At one 
of their meetings it was resolved that, inasmuch 
as the degeneracy of the Mussulman was evi- 
dent, the KaracouUoukdji should proclaim their 
rights, and henceforth fulfil the missions of crea- 
tors and promoters. Consequently, by degrees 
for no great change, argued disquisitionally, ever 
took place until after slow and repeated muta- 
tions, they were found usurping the province 
and offices of the Mamamouchis, whilst the 
latter were as palpably tumbling down from 
their high footstool to the second rank in 
nature. 

It was the KaracouUoukdji who produced all 
the touching poems of the day. Ladica Fetticat 
herself edited a thrilling tale, in which a former 
pasha was portrayed as falling a victim, after 
great resistance, to the seductive arts of one of 
the body. A journal, called the Yachmack^ was 
forthwith started, and Mistress Kadija Katinka 
announced as having delivered a brilliant and 
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conclusive oration on the immediate necessity 
: of founding a national institution, where the 
KaracouUoukdji might find all the necessary 
resources for carrying out their useful and inter- 
esting labours. 

"Where journeying to, friend Babali?" in- 
quired his old gossip, Mustapha, 

** To the baths with the washing," answered 
Babali. 

" And the brat with the measles, how thrives 
it ?" pursued Mustapha. 

"So-so," said Babali. "I have had a tire- 
some night of it, nursing up till five this morning. 
We are busy at home now, you know : Mistress 
Katinka's deeply engaged on her great work of 
* The Regeneration of the Mind.' And thou — 
whither tend thy steps ?" 

"To the leech." 

"Art ill, then?" 

"No; but Mistress Zuleika's finger's sore. 
Such close application to the production of her 
poem of ' The Weeping Heart, ' has worn it to 
the quick. She had despatched me for an 
unguent. " 
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" Allah il Allah ! tortuous is the path of life, 
so saith the prophet " 

And so it is ; and the pasha who reigned in 
this province began to feel the sad effects of 
this intellectual innovation. Ladica Petticat, 
whom he had unwisely indulged by listening to 
her sonnets and ballads, had gradually usurped 
a power over his own, which shook his authority 
to its very foundation. The country was thor- 
oughly overrun with the works of the Karacoull- 
oukdji. Orpheus was matched, Homer was sur- 
passed, Hesiodus was proved to be a mere 
ninnycumpup. There was "The Lives of the 
Pashas," "The Adventures of a Lady in the 
Land of Gems," "A Chronological Table of 
Celebrated Houris." As for the poems and otlier 
works of fiction, their name was legion. Fancy 
speeds on the wing3 of Icarus, travels with the 
horses of Hypolitus. In this dilemma the pasha 
called his favourite mufti, having made up his 
mind that something should be attempted to 
check this vast overflowing of intellect 

" Mufti," said the pasha, " I have been reading 
Plato's republic." 
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*' And what says Plato, O highness?" 

" Plato says, crown the poets with a 
wreath of flowers and kick 'em out. It is 
practicable ? " 

** Scarcely, O highness ?" 

" So I have been thinking. I cannot possibly 
get rid of all the women, eh, mufti!" said the 
pasha, chuckling roguishly. 

** They feel their power," sighed the mufti, 
convulsively. 

" Don't sigh, mufti," said the pashai 

" Ah, highness, the women ! " 

'^ Allah is great and merciful, and through the 
spirit of the prophet will inspire his son. I have 
it, mufti I will issue an hatte scheriff, requir- 
ing that every KaracouUoukdji, previously to- 
the publication of any work, shall be bound to 
stand outside her own door and read it out loud,, 
calling upon the prophet to aid her. If within 
that time she is not driven away by her neigh- 
bours as a great pest, this ordeal shall be con- 
sidered a conclusive proof of her abilities, and 
entitle her to compose. Eh, mufti } " 

" Think not of it, highness," replied the muftL 
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"By so doing PacchouUi will become a perfect 
Babel. Not only you will find the Karacoul- 
loukdji ready to respond to the call with what 
they have, but you will actually find them add- 
ing to their store for the mere purpose of prov- 
ing to your highness how inexhaustible is the 
mine from which they draw their inspiration. 
Beware, O son of Allah !" 

"Hast thou a readier plain to propose?" in- 
quired the pasha. 

" Even so, good and precious chip of the celes- 
tial block. The North Land savages also have 
their male and female book-makers ; but there a 
counter influence is at work. The ante-Kara- 
couUoukdji have stereotyped their profession of 
faith. Hear, O son of Allah ! what they say." 
And the mufti handed an 8vo volume to the 
pasha for his perusal. It was entitled " Sketches 
and Characters ; or, The Natural History of the 
Human Intejllect ;" and was destined to work a 
salutary change in the idiosyncracy of the 
female brain. 

It was evident that whilst the pasha read por- 
tions of the work his fancy was tickled. 
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** Ah ! mufti, I think we shall make something 
out of this." 

And it ended in their putting their heads to- 
gether and drawing up the following hatte 
scherifT, to which the pasha gave his assent and 

affixed his signature : 

** Allah il Allah, and Mohammet is his Prophet, 
to all whom it may concern. 
'^ I. A woman should confide in and follow the inspir- 
ations of her heart, which will prove to be a more faith- 
ful and more to be depended upon adviser than her 
reason. 

*'2, For the fulfilment of her homely, modest circum- 
scribed duties, a plain common sense and a kind heart 
will answer perfectly. The most important thing for her 
is female purity,"as tending to produce every other virtue, 
" 3. It is her province to hush helpless infancy into re- 
pose, to supply to the infirmity of age the sweetness of 
cheerful patience, to soothe the querulousness of peevish 
tempers, to allay the violence of intemperate Osmanli,and 
smooth angry passions. 

"4. Commorf sense and a kind heart render higher 
capacities superfluous in a woman ; for the loftier flights 
of mind will never promote her felicity, nor render her 
more amiable and taking. 

' . "5. The rugged and thorny ascent up-hill of science is 
ill-fitted for the drapery of a pantalet. 
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"6, There is no indispensable necessity fior her talk- 
ing blue. 

^ 7. She shall leave the higher ranges of science entirely 
to the Osmanli, as more apt to grapple with thdr difficul- 
ties ; inasmuch as such exertions are sore to cover her 
lovely face with wrinkles, and induce her to dismiss that 
characteristic delicacy, the loss of which no attainment 
can supply ; it being by far preferable to see beam- 
ing in her face the lovely feelings of a wife and 
mother rather than the traces of the deep thought of a 
speculative philosopher. 

*' ACHMET ABUKERBEETLE^" 

" Now, by Allah, mufti, thou shalt cause it to 
be placarded in every hole and comer of the 
province ! Shall it be recorded in history that 
Jthe North Land Giaour bears away the palm 
from the descendants of the prophet ?" said the 
pasha, who in this instance was led away by his 
feeling to place too great a reliance on the 
efficacy of the plan he had adopted. He little 
knew what and who he had to contend against 
He reckoned without his host. Did he believe 
that the high-minded, brilliant, lofty-purposed 
Ladica Petticat and the whole body of the 
KaracouUoukdji were to be extinguished in this 
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painfully prosy matter-of-fact manner? We 
shall see ; but we greatly mistake the spirit of 
Ladica Petticat if it be so. How dearly do we 
pay sometimes for the imprudence of the 
moment! Poor pasha, what a mine was 
smouldering at his feet ready to burst! The 
effect of that manifesto on the minds of the 
KaracouUoukdji was electrical. Ladica Petticat 
issued her mandate, calling on the body to as- 
semble at the institution, there to discuss the 
merits and bearings of a document which, said 
the notice, was a deadly blow to the "rights of 
women." 

" Sisters in persecution," said Ladica Petticat, 
" it now behoves us to be firm, to accomplish the 
crowning act that shall plaf e us beyond the pale 
of the vindictiveness and censure of the state. 
Take note, I pray, of that sixth* article : 'There 
is no indispensable necessity for her talking 
blue.' I ask you, can anything be more grossly 
insulting than that. We, who have laboured 
conscientiously and steadily to enlighten the 
times, whose sentiments and flowers of speech 
adorn and give point to the trader's announce- 
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ment — enhance the qualities of his pomatum— 
and record, in the words of song, the merits of an 
ointment; we are told not to talk blue. We 
should, indeed, be green if we did not" Great 
applause followed these words, and as soon as it 
had subsided, Ladica Petticat continued : '* Be- 
loved and much-abused sisters, let us form a 
deputation to wait upon the pasha, and prove to 
him that our genius is so irresistibly strong, that 
his miserable logic cannot stand against it" 

In a trice a deputation was formed from 
amongst the most spirited of the Karacoul- 
loukdji — that is, of those who had penned the 
most thrilling tales and sentimental poems ; and* 
with their president at their head, they set out 
at once to invade the pasha. Poor man, he 
little guessed upon what a firebrand he had set 
his foot! Being admitted, Ladica Petticat, 
addressing him, said : 

"It is not without deep concern, O son of 
Allah ! that thy loving liegewomen have read 
the notice which thou hast caused to be pla- 
carded even unto the remotest corner of the 
province. Satisfied are we that it is not of thy 
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own composing. No true son of the Prophet 
could thus misconceive his purpose and our 
mission. From the barbarians of the North 
Land, from the savage Giaour, thou hast re- 
ceived it, ignoring the fact that in that drought 
country the daughters of Eve are the scrubs 
and slaves of the sons of Adam. Dost wish to 
see us led to market, like sheep to slaughter 
with cords round our necks, and sold to the 
highest bidder? Such a fate we believed was 
reserved only to the unbelieving daughters, that 
fall a captive to our righteous bands, on the 
market-place at Constantinople. That is, 
nevertheless, what thou wouldst bring us to. 
Learn that beneath a fair and delicate exterior 
we possess an indomitable spirit. Hear our 
reasons ! read our arguments !'' 

And, on a given signal previously agreed to, 
the whole posse commitatusy there and then 
assailed the pasha with a shower of their latest 
productions ; histories, biographies, autobio- 
graphies, historical romances, adventures, love 
tales, poems — epic and elegiac, ballads, sonnets 

4 
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epigrammatic sachets, bonbons^ puff, powder, 
patches^ it was quite wonderful to behold, and 
their perpetration a perfect miracle. In vain 
the poor pasha, calling upon Allah and all the 
prophets to witness, stated that he had heard 
and seen enough, that he would inquire further 
into and consider their claims ; he only escaped 
from the hands of Ladica Petticat to fall into 
those of Kadija Katinka, who gave him over to 
the unsparing arguments of a third, who passed 
him on to a fourth, and so on to a fifth, until he 
was well-nigh driven mad. At length, by a 
superhuman effort, he managed to extricate 
himself, rushed to his couch, on which he lay 
down completely exhausted, and from which he 
did not rise, tradition positively afHrms, until he 
had enjoyed eight-and-forty hours of uninter- 
rupted slumber. As no previous pasha had 
been known to sleep for so long a time at a 
stretch, it became the subject of psychological 
inquiry, when the effect was proved to have 
been beyond a doubt, purely soporific. 

But it came to pass that the pasha who 
reigned in Rostanboulli had heard with deep con- 
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cern of the tribulation of his friend and brother, 
Achmet Abukerbeetle, and he bethought 
him it would be but neighbourly if he could 
afford him, if not a remedy, some consolation 
under his affliction. So ordering his mule to 
be saddled, and his aga to accompany him, he 
set out upon his journey. No incident worth 
relating having occurred on the road, we shall 
merely state that the friendly pasha, whose 
name was Alibakoobi, reached his destination 
safely. Achmet Abukerbeetle was greatly 
pleased to see his old friend, they not having 
met since both, in their youth, occupied posts of 
honour near the person of the sultan ; but what 
was his delight when the latter informed him 
that his visit was not merely a conventional one, 
but that he had come in the hope of being 
enabled to extricate him from his difficulties, as 
all good and humane rulers should do one for 
the other, and not covet each other's possessions. 
After a most cordial shake of the hand, Abuker- 
beetle invited his friend to instant coffee and 
chibouks in his own sanctum sanctorum where 
they could talk the matter over. They re- 
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mained closeted some time. What passed be- 

• 

tween them we shall probably learn by-and-bye 
from the result of this tale. No doubt matters 
were settled much to the satisfaction of Abuker- 
beetle, for he came forth radiant with smiles, as 
the vapourists have it, and judging from the sly 
humour conveyed in that familiar poke in the 
ribs of his friend Alibakoobi, there was every 
ground for thinking that the scheme would 
prove successful. 

The first thing his Highness Achmet Abuker- 
beetle did on rising the next morning, was 
to summon Mistress Ladica Petticat to his 
presence. 

"Ladica Petticat," said he, "my neighbour, 
Alibakoobi Pasha, sees with a jealous eye the 
prosperity of this province. In his ignorance^ 
in his matter-of-fact notions, the giant strides 
we have taken towards a state of unrivalled 
intellectual well-being threaten the existence 
of the humdrum social state of his people. 
I weep to think of it ! Ladica ! my heart is 
pained to find that the superhuman progress 
of the immortal KaracouUoukdji in the flowery 
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path of letters has failed to awaken the slothful 
Alibakoobans, who, I blush to say it, are still 
at their plain and categorical alphabet. Where 
will it end, Petticat? Allah only knows! for 
when a grasping prince is roused, it is as easy 
for him to assume the position of the injured 
as to stand in the true light of the injurer. 
He threatens me with an invasion ! Shall it 
be recorded in history that the land of the 
KaracouUoukdji was conquered without a strug- 
gle? Ladica Petticat, I admire your genius, 
I appreciate your sentiments, I pay homage 
to your determination of purpose, and I place 
entire reliance in your wisdom and courage. 
Ladica, I make you generalissimo of all my 
armies ! and let this be your symbol of office." 
So saying, he handed her a small riding-whip 
and a pair of silver spurs. 

Ladica Petticat took the insignia, bowed to 
the earth, then drawing herself up to her full 
height, in a vlachtarian tone of voice, replied : 

" Achmet Abukerbeetle the Far-seeing, rightly 
hast thou judged the question. ^ Shall not 
the mind triuntfh over matter V I accept the 
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post, and ere to-morrow's sun shall set^ five 
hundred chosen KaracouUoukdji will be ready 
to take the field and drive back the invaders." 

Tradition does not state whether all were 
equally prepared with Ladica Petticat to de- 
fend their opinions at that price, but the force 
of example is so strong in some instances, 
that led on by an irresistible feeling, the 
impulse of the moment becomes the governing 
principle from which spring our emotions and 
actions. The battalion was formed, and advan- 
tage taken of the short time to drill and 
discipline the KaracouUoukdji Each was sup- 
plied with a spear and shield and a light 
scimitar. They wore gilded helmets on their 
heads, and their hands, knees, and feet were 
cased in armour. Ladica Petticat, mounted 
on a splendid grey barb, rode up and down 
the lines, her white plume of feathers floating 
in the air. She eschewed the Amazonian 
method of horsemanship, but sat her horse 
a la cavaliero. And now the besieging army 
stood before the walls. With flashing eye and 
curling lip Ladica Petticat turned her looks 
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towards them ; she despised them, and pre- 
pared to give them a lesson by commanding 
a sortie and a charge. Fortunately the cour- 
age of her KaracouUoukdji was not destined 
so soon to be put to the test. The pasha's 
aga came scrambling along with a despatch, 
which she took and read. It informed her 
that a nine months' truce was agreed upon, 
fresh terms having been offered to Achmet 
Abukerbeetle by his brother pasha, with whom 
he was at that moment closeted, and it further 
commanded her to prepare for the visit of 
the opposing general, and concluded with the 
pasha's expressed wish that she would give 
every facility for the two armies fraternising 
and keeping on friendly terms. 

Thus, within the lapse of a few weeks, the 
best possible mutual understanding existed be- 
tween the KaracouUoukdji and the Alibakoo- 
bans. They had their pic-nics, their afternoon 
walks and drives, their tea-parties, soirees 
dansantes and musical, their duets by moon- 
light alone — which latter, by-the-by, it would 
have been more prudent to put a stop to. 
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Everything went on so swimmingly^ and every 
one was so satisfied, that the first three months 
passed away like the wind. Ladica Petticat 
had made the awful sacrifice of her 'literary 
penchant to the winning ways of the general 
of the enemy; and though Kadija Katinka 
still continued to write ballads and love-letters, 
they were one and all dedicated to his aga. 
But by Jove, madam, those duets by moon- 
light alone did it all. 

Three months — ^six, seven had passed, then it 
was quite evident that the Karacoulloukdji would 
not be in a position to take the field. There was 
a family look about them which savoured 
strongly of feminine demeanour and household 
duties. At the end of nine months and one 
day, turning to the census of the tim^ we 
find entered : "Pacchoulli, A.M. — ^An increase 
of population of 479, as of one to five ;" and 
a littie below, in Achmet Abukerbeetie*s own 
handwriting are these words : 

"Truth, stranger than Fiction." 
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HOW MOHAMMET WAS INSPIRED TO 

TURN PROPHET. 

Being the fifth Tale of tny Dragoman. 

Probably you have heard that all pious 
Moslem affirm that the Koran was written at 
the throne of heaven with a ^Kosp of ligh^ and 
a copy brought down and revealed to Moham- 
met by the angel Gabriel ; and perhaps you 
know, also, that the Koran (lecture)^ with 
the Arabic article Alkoran, termed the " Book 
of Allah/' teaches a religion called Islam 
(salvation)^ formed of two part^ a dogmatic^ 
or Iman faith, and a practical, or Dtn religion. 
History tells us that the prophet married in 
early life the rich widow Khadija, and agree- 
ing with history thus far, we must observe 
that as early as the year 571, wealth had 
much the same influence over the minds and 
actions of man as it has at the present day. 
Mohammet had lost both his parents in tender 
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age ; and his grandfather, Abdol Motaleb, the 
chief priest of the Caaba (square hotise), be- 
came his guardian. The Caaba, you know, is 
the ancient place of common Arabian worship. 
Abdol Motaleb died very soon; and Abu- 
Taleb, his uncle, became his second guardian. 
With the latter, who was a merchant, he 
undertook several journeys to Syria, and to 
the fairs of Damascus and Bagdad; but ever 
since the death of his grandfather he had 
evinced an inclination for retirement and deep 
abstraction. This propensity no doubt was 
caused by his early contemplation of the absurd 
ceremonies and cruel idolatry of his contem- 
pories at Mecca, in which he had been com- 
pelled to take part. You must know that the 
religious worship of the Arabs chiefly consisted 
in the adoration of the planets, which were 
considered as so many tutelar deities of the 
different tribes ; and among which, after the 
sun and moon, the planet Venus had acquired 
such pre-eminence, that even by the pious 
Moslem, Friday has always been considered 
the sacred day of the week. These deities, 
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rudely represented by gprotesque wooden idols, 
were concentrated principally around the an- 
cient Caaba, and their worship was accompanied 
not only with the most dreadful rites and 
ceremonies, but with cruelties of every des- 
cription, and sacrifice of human life ; and with 
the exception of a belief that \the soul would 
be transformed into an owl, which would hover 
round the grave, there was no belief m a future 
life. But to return to Mohammet, he had wit- 
nessed all these scenes with infinite disgust, and 
had long pondered in his heart a means of 
establishing a purer and simpler creed. It 
became the object of his daily thoughts — find- 
ing him at his waking, haunting him in his 
dreams. Thus he had married the rich widow 
Khadija, believing that her wealth would greatly 
facilitate his overcoming those difficulties 
which he doubted not he should have to en- 
counter ere he accomplished his purpose. What 
is settled oft earth is not always decided in 
heaven. You will see presently how his pre- 
visions miscarried. But undoubtedly his first 
love was Ayesha, the daughter of Abu- 
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Beker, who ultimately became one of his 
seventeen wives. Probably she might have 
been his first, had not Allah singled her out 
as an instrument of his all-wise purposes. One 
day that she was enjoying her promenade, the 
Persian sacred fire became suddenly ex- 
tinguished, and a splendid light spread all over 
Arabia. At the same moment, and almost 
before she had time to recover from its dazzling 
effects, she was startled by an apparition, in the 
shape of a cherub, with fiaxen hair and blue 
«yes, sitting astride a flash of forked lightning* 
which, like the prophet's coffin, was suspended 
between heaven and earth. 

" Who art thou ?** inquired Ayesha. 

" Oh, dost thou not know me ? I am 

Disappoinimentr 

" I know thee not," continued Ayesha. " But 
still thou art bright and fair to look upon." 

"Yes, I am subordinate to a considerable 
quantity of soft soap, and am 'the flattering 
tail of hope' thou hast heard of," said the 
spirit, who did not hold with Dr. Johnson on 
the chapter of humble puns; "and," it con- 
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tinuedy "though I have n^v^x picked 2k pocket, I 
have preyed on many a constitution, I can tell 
thee. Cavipses Tiddleums ; 'tis time thou 
shouldst knov\r me. I am sent to bid thee 
reject the love of Mohammet, who is destined 
by the fates to accomplish that great work ot 
spiritual reform which shall shortly prevail 
throughout Arabia and Asia Minor. By Mo- 
hammet thou art loved, who lovest him ; but in 
that soft attunement the inspiration which the 
dawning light of a new life has shed in his 
heart would be lost. Be firm, therefore, and 
refuse his suit He will marry another^ thy 
rival, the rich widow Khadija, under the im- 
pression that her great wealth will aid him ; 
but what of that? — what is delayed is not 
annulled ; thou shalt ultimately become his 
wife; and for the present rest satisfied with 
the supposition that it is a sacrifice which 
necessity and the after-happiness of man com- 
mand, and that it is for her money and not 
for herself that thy rival is preferred." 

As the spirit finished speaking, Ayesha ex- 
perienced a smarting pain beneath her eyelids, 
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and her eyes filled with tears. She had never 
known disappointment, and therefore, since 
beings an infant, had never had occasion to 
weep. To her it was an entirely new sensation, 
and not at all an displeasing one, as affording 
great relief to her overcharged heart, and may 
in some measure account for the very great 
facility with which the North Land savage 
women give way to that weakness. 

''Spirit of Disappointment," said Ayesha, as 
soon as she felt herself a little calmed, "thy 
words have touched my heart : there is no 
sacrifice that I would not make for the good 
of him I love and the advancement of thy 
mission ; but though I believe all that thou hast 
said touching my rival, Khadija, what guarantee 
have I that I shall ultimately become Mo- 
hammet's wife? Khadija may live as long or 
longer than I, and no man can have two wives, 
good spirit ;" and Ayesha sighed, and looked 
up with a peculiar expression in her eyes. 

" Cavipses Tiddleums !" answered the spirit, 
"Khadija shall not live ; but were it otherwise, 
for love of thee, Mohammet, by the spirit of 
Allah, shall preach a polygamy." 
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Ayesha felt considerably relieved and com- 
forted by these words, and gradually a feeling, 
unknown, powerful and soothing, swayed her 
being. Her eyes dilated and sparkled with a 
strange brilliancy, her hands joined and rose, 
her lips parted, her breathing came fast and 
loud, as if she were subjected to some 
mysterious influence. 

" What shall I do ?" she gasped. 

And the spirit commanded : " Thou shalt 
come unawares upon thy lover in the valley, 
and shall hear his voice. He shall say, ' From 
the chaos of the past I have endeavoured to 
glean the truth by contrasting its darknesses, 
and the past has told me nothing.' " 

Ayesha replied : ** The past, then, has 
nothing to reveal. Every age. and every 
country have had their mementos ; those me^ 
mentos have passedaway. What was life yes- 
terday is death to-day." 

And the spirit continued : " From the chaos 
of the present I have endeavoured to glean the 
truth, by contrasting its lights and shades ; and 
•the present has taught me nothing." 
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"The present, then, has nothing to teacL 

Lightning portends a storm, but its law is not 

the law of the future." 

Still the spirit continued : " What, then, is 

that law ? whence will it come, whence will it 

derive its strength ?" 
And Ayesha said : " Allah shall teach thee ! 

Watch on the threshold of thy door ; fall not 

asleep. The hour of revelation is at hand i" 
As Ayesha finished speaking, a loud clap of 

thunder was heard, followed by a flash of 
lightning, and raising her eyes she saw the 
apparition being whisked up into the heavens^ 
and all as before remained in darkness. She 
had now completely recovered from her trance,, 
and her thoughts reverting to her late interview 
with the spirit of disappointment^ it grieved her 
heart to think how independent of her will 
was the mastery it had obtained over it. But 
Ayesha was a sensible girl ; had been reared in 
a • practical school, and her better judgment 
taught her how natural and necessary it was that 
a simple union of sentiments should be sacri- 
ficed to an argued and business-like compact.. 
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The animal instincts have always been the same ; 
the outward and visible sign may have softened 
a little, but the inwa«l and invisible grace has 
not changed. North Land Savage Tomkins 
has an eye on his rich neighbour North Land 
Savage Jenkins's daughter for his son, for he 
knows she will have the old fellow's money, and 
young Tomkins's position is good and prospects 
better ; but by the beard of the prophet 'tis no 
use young Tomkins starting on his own bottom, 
for, however favourably his addresses may have 
been received by Miss Jones, in the eyes of her 
respected parent it isn't business. Mr. Banker 
Rattlering marries his daughter to used-up my 
lord the Marquis of Stumpy. Miss gets a coro- 
net, and Stumpy gets the cash. That is the way 
now. Mohammet had an object and married 
rich Khadija, and jilted poor Ayesha. That 
was the way of 571. Where's the difference ? 

IL 

The Christian religion had long been estab- 
lished in the East and several parts of Arabia, 
but the Christianity of the Oriental Church at 
that time resembled paganism in many respects. 

5 
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Saint Sophia, at Constantinople^ previous to be- 
ing a mosque, was a Christian] Church, dedi- 
cated, not to a saint, as its name seems to imply, 
but to divine wisdom — " Aga Sophia," personi- 
fied by the Greeks, and, according to them, the 
mother of the three theological virtues. 

The Saint Sophia of the present day was raised 
upon the ruins of the temple dedicated to divine 
wisdom by the Emperor Constantine, and 
was destroyed by fire during one of those fre- 
quent broils which happened between the rival 
factions of The Green and The Blue. Its anti- 
quity may be traced still further back. An- 
themius, of Jhralles, and Isidorus, of Millet, 
drew up the plans and directed their operation* 
To enrich the new church the old pagan temples 
were stripped, its dome being supported by the 
columns of the temple of the Diana of Ephesus, 
burnt by Erostratus, and by the pillars of the 
temple of the Sun at Palmyra. Two enormous 
porphyry vases, from the ruins of Pergamos, 
were added, whose lustral waters became those 
of baptism and ablutions. The walls were de- 
corated with mosaics of gold and precious stones. 
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and when the church was completed, well might 
Justinian exclaim, in his enthusiasm, ''Glory to 
God, who has thought me worthy to accomplish 
so great a work/' On a porphyry tablet are en- 
graved the names of Allah, of Mohammet, and 
of the four first caliphs, Abu-Beker, Omar 
Osman, and AIL Tradition says, that when the 
doors of Saint Sophia were burst open by the 
barbarians who laid siege to Constantinople, a 
priest was at the alter saying mass. 

At the noise of the hoofs of the Tartar horses 
trampling the floors of Justinian, at the shouting 
of the soldiery, at the shrieks of horror of the 
faithful, the priest came to a stop^ and taking 
up the sacred vases walked with a solemn step 
towards one of the aisles. The soldiers, brand- 
ishing their scimitars, were about to despatch 
him, when suddenly he disappeared through the 
wall, which opened and closed behind him. At 
first it was supposed that there existed some 
hidden passage, but upon inspection the wall 
was found to be perfectly compact and solid ; 
the priest had passed through a solid block of 
masonry. Sometimes, it is said, sounds of 
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psalm-singing are heard to proceed therefrom, 
which are attributed to the slumbering priest 
who still continues the interrupted service. But 
all this is very doubtful, and the more so from a 
contradiction implied in the fact, that shortly 
after that event a dervish pilgrim, answering 
very much to the description of the priest, was 
met by several caravans journeying towards 
Asia Minor and Arabia. 

You are aware that the spoliation of the 
monuments and destruction of the Christian im- 
ages and sculptures of all descriptions at Byzan- 
tium was one of the first acts of vandalism com- 
mitted by the Tartar bands. Whether or not 
the priest, from a hidden place, witnessed this 
act, and it awakened in him new ideas, we do 
not pretend to say, but the sequel of this tale 
may probably satisfy yonr mind that the priest 
and the pilgrim were one and the same person. 
In the provinces through which he journeyed, 
this same pilgrim made frequent stoppages, giv- 
ing to travellers whom he found disposed to 
listen material and practical interpretation of 
scriptural passages, which interpretations he from 
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time to time transcribed on palm-leaves and 
bits of parchment which he carried about him. 
At Aleppo, Antioch, Tripoli, Damascus, and 
amongst the wandering tribes of Syria, he found 
many eager listeners, but made few proselytes 
from his inability to awaken within them a be- 
lief of his divine mission. He fed upon the roots, 
of the plains and wild figs ; the earth was hils 

bed, and a mound of sand was his pillow. His 
only covering was a tattered piece of coarse 
camel-hair stuff, dusty and travel-soiled, loosely 
girded round his loins, and scarcely veiling a 
long meagre body, sunburnt and tanned by the 
torrid breath of the Khamsy. His limbs were a 
dingy-brown colour, and his feet were encased 
in an old worn-out pair of brodequins, laced up 
above his ankles. Though slim to an extreme, 
yet it was an athletic slightness, which brought 
out in strong relief his muscular strength. His 
hair was matted, and stuck-up on parts of his 
head ; his beard was scattered and wild-looking. 
He appeared as if swayed by an apocalyptic 
hallucination — a second St John in the Desert 
— and no painter ever conceived such a one. 
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After many long months of weary and fruit- 
less travel he reached the desert of Arabia, and 
journeyed towards Mecca, which he was never 
destined to reach. His strength failed him; 
exhausted and panting he staggered and fell, 
without strength to raise himself up. Great 
was his fear that he should be left to die, with 
no helping hand near to which he might confide 
the secret of the tenets of his creed. But at that 
moment there came towards him, as if in deep 
thought, a man still in the prime of life, with a 
long, glossy black beard, lofty brow, and ex- 
pressive eye. Without being strictly handsome, 
his features were regular, and bespoke great 
firmness. He wore the white burnous^ the hood 
of which was thrown over his head. He was 
plunged in so deep a meditation as not to notice 
the proximity of the pilgrim, who feebly raised 
his arm to attract his attention ; but on behold- 
ing him he started back with astonishment, not 
unmixed with fear at sight of the singular being 
who lay stretched at his feet. 

"Who art thou ?" he exclaimed. 

*'\ am who I am," answered the pilgrim. 
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" But come nearer, and for the love of thy 
mother give me a draught from the gourd." 

His interlocutor obeyed. Having quenched 
his thirst ''What is thy name?" asked the 
pilgrim. 

" They call me Mohammet," was the answer. 

''The blessing of a dying man is thine 
Mohammet ; but come near, and tell me, what 
were thy thoughts as thou camest here." 

" My thoughts were not of the things of this 
world," replied Mohammet, who sat down by 
his side, and gently raised the pilgrim's head. 

"Ah !" exclaimed the pilgrim, 'Vhat wouldst 
thou?" 

" I seek the truth," was the answer. 

"And of what avail were such knowledge to 
thee ?'• 

" Dost ask, who knowest not the secret work- 
ings of my heart From the dawning ray which 
sheds light over the earth to the setting gleam 
which ushers in the gloom, I have laboured for 
that Dost think," he continued, with vehem- 
ence, "that I know not, /^^/ not that the spirit of 
life cries for light ? Idols, images, sculptures, what 
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aire they but the deceptions of a dawning spirit 
seeking a harbour of faith wherein to anchor its 
uncertanties." 

" What wouldst thou ?" continued the pilgrim, 
whose voice grew weaker and weaker. ''Is it not 
pleasant to look Upon what is beautiful in na- 
ture ? A sunny landscape, on which thou hast 
gazed, reverts it not to thy mind's eye with 
kindly emotions? The sun, the moon, are glorious 
to behold; what more natural than that man 
should symbolise and worship them? Dost 
thou not experience happiness when thou seest 
a fair and symmetrical form ? Couldst thou not 
worship such a one ?" 

'''Tis but a kindled and passing emotion 
which satisfies not the soul,'' said Mohammet. 

"Bend thine head," gasped the pilgrim. 
" Say what, then, fills thy being?" 

"An instinct co-equal with life," was the 
reply. 

"Canst thou not serve two masters ?" 

" No, for either I shall serve the one and 
betray the other; or serving the latter, shall 
betray the first" 
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At these words a ray of pleasure illumined 
the pale features of the pilgrim. With a last 
effort he grasped at his gaberdine, conveying 
by the eye a sign of intelligence to Mohammet 
to open it. This the latter did, and drew forth 
a bundle of palm-leaves, tied together with a 
strip of parchment. With long, bony, out- 
stretched fingers, the pilgrim, pointing towards 
it, gasped out, " There — there thou wilt find the 
light thou seekest /" and fell back a corpse. 

Whilst this occurred without the city of 
Mecca, the people were gathering round the 
Caaba to witmess the celebration of a solemn 
service, but, simultaneously with the breath 
leaving the body of the dying pilgrim, a violent 
clap of thunder was heard, and a soft, purple 
light diffused itself around. Then there ap- 
peared before them an august looking man, the 
whiteness of whose long beard contrasted with 
that of his robe. He leant on a long, naked 
sword, in which he placed his reliance ; a white 
cloud was his chariot, and a halo of light swam 
around his head. 

At this sight the people bent in worship; 
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they dared not raise their eyes to one who ap- 
peared before them in such majesty. 

" Look up," said he. 

The multitude obeyed with signs of profound 

respect 

"You have found favour at the throne of 
grace. I am Mohammet, the very particular 
friend of Allah, whose presence shall shed light 
upon the earth. And thou, Ayesha, thou shalt 
enjoy a blessing which none else in the world 
can know or understand, and which shall be 
envied in all forthcoming generations. To thy 
virtues and foresight be ascribed n^y preference 
for thee over all the other maidens of Mecca." 
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A PADISCHAL ROWLAND FOR AN 

ISLAM OLIVER. 

Being the sixth Tale of my Dragoman. 

Sultan Achmet, though he was a good 
ruler, was an ambitious prince, and you may be 
pretty certain that ambition and covetousness 
go hand in hand; and though you might have 
been disposed to forgive his emulating the re- 
ligious zeal of the Mohammetans, who do not 
admit sculptural rivalry to Saint Caaba, you 
may not feel inclined so easily to overlook other 
little peccadilloes of which he was guilty. 
Mistress Odorante, the beautiful lady of the 
Sheick Ul Islam, who you know is the head of 
the Mohammetan Church, was in the habit of 
going to the sweet waters of the Asiatic coast 
(Guyuck-sou), opposite Babec, where she had 
a charming kiosko; just as the North Land 
savage ladies of the present day go to Rich- 
mond, Henley and Maidenhead. 

Nothing can equal in loveliness the^weet waters 
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Guyuck-sotu A charming fountain of pure 
white marble, embellished with inscriptions in 
letters of gold, capped by a vast projecting roofy 
bearing innumerable domes, and surmounted 
with crescents, breaks upon the view from the 
sea as it stands out in bold relief from the 
centre of a vast green sward, whose soft turf 
resembles a wide-spread carpet of the richest 
velvet, encased as it were by ash, planes, and 
sycamores, in luxurious Eastern growth; and 
where, of a Friday, stroll in pleasant converse 
groups of Arabs and Talikas, and recline in 
unrestrained nonchalance, on soft Smyrna carpets, 
the indolent beauties of the harem, whilst the 
black eunuchs, in perpetual motion from one 
group to another, watch for any furtive glance 
or sign of intelligence which may proceed from 
the bold Giaour as he endeavours at a distance 
to fathom the mysteries of the Yackmack, or 
Feredge. Here the odalisks indulge in comfits 
of roses and sherbet cooled in snow, and grace- 
fully puff the narguilheh and cigaretto. 

It was on one of these same Fridays that the 
beautiful Odorante, accompanied by her fav- 
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ourite attendant, formed one of the groups above 
mentioned. Her lovely face bore an . anxious 
look; and half a dozen sharp, decided puffs from 
her narguilheh gave proof positive of a physical 
restlessness finding vent that way. 

" Castanet," said Odorante, " it really must be 
getting late." 

" I think not, sweet lady. See, the setting sun 
still hangs over the western horizon." 

" Never mind the setting sun, Castanet I've 
had it in my back this hour aud more ; but tell 
me the plan again. What said the ICislar- 
Agassi ?"* 

" The Kislar- Agassi, lady fair," said the sultan, 
'' had commanded that as soon as he saw your 
caique moored to the Asiatic coast, he should 
spread his men along the opposite side of the 
Bosphorus, so as to prevent any fresh departure, 
whilst the janisaries, in the costume of Cossacks, 
should rush from their concealment at Kadi-keu'i, 
take possession of our caiques, and row off to- 
wards the Sea of Marmora; and the sultan, 
from a hidden place, witnessing the success of 

* Kislar-Agassi and Capou-Agassi— chiefs of the black and white eunuchs. 
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the plan so far, would command his caidjes to 
make ior Guyuck-sou, where we should all be 
in consternation, whilst yourself, taking advan- 
tage of the panic, would quickly step into his 
caique, which would bear you to your kiosko. 
Of course, there would be no means of carry- 
ing over the intelligence of the catastrophe to 
the western coast of the Bosphorus." 

" But the Scheick Ul Islam ?" persisted 
'Odorante. 

" Oh ! you are to make your mind quite easy 
about him,- for it being the Ramazan, he will 
be fully engaged with the novice dervishes 
soliciting presents wherewith to decorate the 
bacchich."* 

"Buy my katchis^ lady fair," said a Jew 
vendor, who carried a mahogany box before 
him, suspended from his shoulders by a broad 
leathern strap ; and who had seized a favour- 
able opportunity of avoiding the lynx-eyed 
watchfulness of the eunuchs, to come rather 
.closer to the "forbidden fruit" of the East 
.than the unbelieving dogs are generally allowed 

* A Ions pole to which eleemosynary gifts are affixed. 
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to do. "Buy my hatchis^ it will lull you to 
sweet repose, and if your rest be broken, you 
will have pleasant dreams." Then bending low, 
he whispered in her ear : " The Scheick Ul 
Islam suspects ; be careful" 

"Away, thou carrion-flesh !" cried a eunuch, 
who detected him in his stooping posture, and 
vigorously applied to his shoulders the switch- 
cane he generally carries. "By Allah! some 
infidel Giaour in the dress of a Jew-dealer, 
come to peer at the odalisks." 

*'Pull off his turban !" cried another. 
Break his spectacles !" said a third. 
And may he, for want of a better sight 
tumble into the Bosphorus and be drowned !" 
And amidst the jeers and cuffs of the eunuchs, 
the daring intruder was driven away ; but his 
words were not without their effects on the 
nerves of the fair Odorante. 

For some time past she had been a willing 
recipient of the passionate glances the sultan 
had sent to her address ; and though up to the 
present moment it had been but a pantomimic 
performance, of which the best that can be said 
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cc 3t vs:^ t^ut bodi actors were perfectly well 
X;'^ » tber psrtSfc still had they been watching 
s^;:$^ ei^^rarhr icr a £»oiirable opportunity to 
^iriri tbsa v£:i a linle heait's-easing dialogue. 
M^CT^^ss CVSocaste had never been intended by 
iar..j?t tC" bdi:c^ to that class of women denomi- 
3a55si •''^^xd oaaagcTS^* "thrifly housewives,*' 
«:ijitrcc>r *oois^aaA-ciids-niaking-to-go-never- 
$c-ixr "* £rjgxlist^ who are the blessing of the 
NsXtit La^ Gfiic^cr, and the admiration of the 
^j^tt^Jy-jotr:^ portioa of the community. She 
w<^ o^H^ of those women who form a centre of 
^UtJtctloft around which the lemon-kidded 
ts.iU\H^sy bipeds of the creation cluster with such 
5N^<^nics^ singe their wing^ hop off, return again 
\yiXh H^w Ii£^» and again, until worn out with 
vll^^^poiutoieat they tardily recognise the great 
jJK)\>Mv4ogicaI fact» exclaim, " Pomp and vanity, 
l^uU Y<^X5^tio»n of spirit !** settle down to rheuraa- 
tl'AUV A clear perception of the delusions of this 
Ufv^ C<4d mutton twice a week, and a praise- 
Worthy determination to pay their taxes. Verily, 
inadam« I tell you that love-making is only fit 
for Idlers and idiots ; no poor man that respects 
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himself can possibly have time to go a-courting ; 
besides, sir, lovers are generally magnificently 
great in their ideas, what then must be the feel- 
ings of him who has nothing but himself to 
offer ? 

Mistress Odorante was beautiful: when she 
was twelve years old she knew it, when she was 
fifteen she liked to be told so, and when she was 
a year older she delighted in making the faithful 
servants of the prophet feel it. But the strict 
seclusion in which she was kept by her father's 
seraglio left her but small opportunity, and the 
Scheick Ul Islam, then a rising mufti, was 
almost the only male with whom she conversed 
at alL By becoming his wife, she would be 
freed from the restraint which, according to the 
severe rules of Eastern society, was imposed 
upon her; though, probably, had she been 
allowed to mix a little more freely with the 
world her dormant propensity for coquetting 
would have declared itself, and she would have 
declined any precipitate matrimonial step. Still, 
it would have been better for her to die an old 
maid than to find out her mistake when it was 
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too late. Now of all the positions, for the attain- 
ment of which she would have to divest her 
robe of virgin ingenuousness and assume the 
matrimonial badge, there possibly could be none 
which afforded less opportunity for the exercise 
of her flirting qualities than that of a better-third 
or fourth of the Scheick Ul Islam. "The 
Mussulman proposes, Allah disposes." They 
were matched and married, and a pretty business 
they made of it. Odorante was fond of gaiety; 
and the Scheick Ul Islam loved retirement and 
scheming, and had an eye, or both eyes, to the 
main chance. It was during one of the 
BeYrams, at which she assisted as a privileged 
spectator, and which, you are aware, is one of 
those kiss-foot ceremonies wherein the high 
dignitaries of the empire pay homage to the 
sultan, that the latter had first seen her. The 
^^ great and precious chip of the celestial block^^ was 
not so thoroughly taken up with the attractive 
scene which was being enacted at his feet, as not 
to be alive to that other attraction of which 
Mistress Odorante was the embodiment ; and it 
was with much inward satisfaction that he saw 



A Padischal Rowland for an Oliver. 83 

the rear of the train, which was closed by a 
corpulent pacha, becoming less and beautifully- 
less. This same pacha, who on a previous 
occasion had incurred the displeasure of his 
august sovereign, "with much personal 
inconvenience, first bent on one knee, then on 
the other, and gradually bringing his bows to an 
obtuse angle with his strutters, was about to 
deposit a loyal salute on the tip of the sultan's 
boot, when the latter, recognising by a dropt 
glance the old offender, suddenly lifted his foot 
and planted it in the chest of the luckless pacha, 
who rolled off all of a lump like a huge ball of 
fat. Even on so solemn an occasion as the 
Belram, the spectators could not suppress a 
laugh, and the sultan himself could scarcely 
refrain from smiling at the ridiculous appearance 
of the prostrate figure before him. As for Mis- 
tress Odorante, she was beside herself with 
merriment, and in her convulsions actually dropt 
her scent-bottle ; seeing which, the sultan, in a 
most unprecedented spirit graciously picked it 
up, and returned it to her, not forgetting, at the 
same time, to drop his handkerchief in her lap. 
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This ssdd everything; and that day hence- 
forth the young mufti rapidly rose in his profes- 
sion, his standing in sodety at that time not 
warranting his introducing his wife at court 
But though he accepted everything that was 
offered him, he;^ in a most illiberal spirit; deter- 
mined to give nothing in return. Subsequently 
the Scheick Ul Islam and his better-fourth had 
frequently been to court; but so attentive a 
husband was he, that not even in one ^ngle 
instance had he lost sight of the fair^Odorante ; 
and as there really were many little matters of 
taste, such as the ornamentation of his couches 
with crochet-work, and the filling-in of his album 
with choice pieces, on which the sultan would 
have much liked to consult her, he anxiously 
waited for an interruption to this strict surveil- 
lance. It was with no slight satisfaction, there- 
fore, that he saw the near approach of the 
Ramazan which, as you know, is a religious 
ceremony, (consisting of much prayii^ and 
fasting) — ^for he naturally argued ^at what 
between the two, so zealous a partisan of both as 
the Sdieick Ul Islam would have littie incli- 
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nation or time to think of anything else ; and he 
reckoned upon that event for the opportunity of 
enjoying an edifying and unsophisticated iite-a- 
iete with Mistress Odorante on the chapter of 
sciences and arts, and a more general cultivation 
of the agreeable and beautiful throughout the 
empire, wisely reflecting that the useful and sub- 
stantial can take care of themselves. He knew 
that Mistress Odorante had a pretty summer- 
house at Kadi-keuf by the margin of the sweet 
waters, which she frequently visited during the 
summer. On some days the fair Odorante did 
not come into town at all ; but never, by any 
chance, did the Scheick Ul Islam prolong his 
absence after business hours. If the weather was 
very fine. Mistress Odorante would cross the 
Bosphorus, come to Constantinople, pay her visit, 
make her purchases, settle her bills, and all her 
other little matters, then call for or meet her lord 
by appointment ; and the pair would return to 
Kadi-keut together. It was during one of these 
visits that the sultan, who was well informed of 
her movements, sent her, by a trusty hand, after 
the manner of the North Land savages, a biHei" 
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douxy in which he explained to her a project he 
had in view, requesting only that, if it met with 
her approval, she would visit the Altmeidan the 
next day, and wear a pink gauze yackmack^ 
when his Kislar- Agassi would join her train, and 
state further particulars to her own Capou- 
Agassi, who would repeat them to her maid, who 
should carry them to her. Now all this occurred 
just as I have stated it ; but it happened that the 
Scheick Ul Islam, who, it will be proved to your 
satisfaction by-and-by, was in treasonable com- 
munication with the powerful barbarian Emperor 
Tricolus the Great, had placed some of his 
creatures about the person of the sultan, one of 
whom being at the Altmelfdan when the fair 
Odorante visited it, and seeing the Kislar- Agassi 
join her train, played eavesdropper, and without 
learning exactly what was on foot, overheard 
much of his conversation with the Capou- Agassi* 
and straightway, like a faithful servant, went to 
his lord and told him what he had heard ; and 
being particularly enjoined by the Scheick Ul 
Islam not on any account to divulge the matter 
even to his most faithful friend, he having a 
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tender passion for the blooming Castanet, his 
lady's maid, who only met his advances in a 
half-kindly spirit, bethought him, to make 
matters square, he would conciliate the young 
lady's brother by making him his confident The 
latter it was who, disguised as a Jew, had put 
Odorante on her guard ; not, however, until the 
eleventh hour, as these things frequently will 
happen, because fate will have it so, and it can't 
be helped. 

As you have learnt from the foregoing con- 
versation between Odorante and her maid 
Castanet that portion of the plan which related 
to the self-consenting abduction of the lady, it 
only remains for me to initiate you completely 
into it. 

Mistress Odorante should second the plan of 
the sultan and enter his caYque. This doney 
his caXdjes were commanded to row her to 
her kiosko, where the sultan would have 
preceded her. Then they should sit en tiie-a- 
iite to a dinner of choice dishes. A concert 
of soft music, and the dulcet strains of Mis- 
tress Odorante's charming voice would close 
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the evening, after which the sultan, a grati- 
fied and happy being, would return blissful 
to his palace. There was no harm in that* 
but alas! for the uncertainty of human pre- 
visions. Great was .the mortification of the 
sultan when, having gone to the trouble of 
scaring out of their wits so many of his 
peaceable and worthy lieges. Mistress Odor- 
ante informed him of the intimation she had 
received. 

"Dearest Odorante," exclaimed the pasha, 
*^ and is this long looked-for moment of bliss 
to be interrupted by so untoward a circum- 
stance? But fear not, I have taken every 
precaution; the Scheick Ul Islam cannot get 
away, and until I return and give the order i 
of release none may leave the western coast , 
of the Bosphorus." i 

"Fain would I find renewed courage in thy j 
words, oh! Achmet of my dreams," replied I 
Odorante ; " but knowest thou not that the I 
Scheick Ul Islam will not be stopped by I 
such an opposition ? If his rank avail him 
not, he will make straight for thy palace, and 
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insist upon seeing thee. Then, finding thee 
not, will his suspicions be doubled. Think 
not of remaining at Kadi-keuY to-day, but 
return to Constantinople, and leave me here." 

The Sultan Achmet would have objected, 
and brought many ingenious arguments to bear 
against the reasoning of Odorante; for it is a 
recognised fact, that on these occasions the men 
turn to sophistry, and the women stick to logic. 
Among the Giaours of the North Land there 
are many who, no doubt, have been placed 
in a position somewhat analogous — ^who have 
looked forward to a meeting of the kind with 
expanded soul, and imagination worked up to a 
state of excitement, which argues badly for a 
return of the nervous system to its natural 
condition ; who have risen in the morning with 
that object foremost in their thoughts, who have 
sat down to breakfast burdened with it, and 
who have performed their daily duties still 
dwelling on the matter; who have returned 
home and eaten their dinner in a hurry as the 
longed-for hour approached, experiencing a 
slight relief only whilst adorning their persons 
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(for the desire to please is almost as strong as 
the desire to be pleased) ; who have rushed off 
to the appointed spot, have grasped and raised 
the cup, when lol the chalice of earthly 
beatitude has been suddenly dashed from their 
lips. All this many have felt, and many know 
what it is to feel it ; and who, if it be his head 
which governs his heels, and not his heels which 
governs his head, would ever rush into any- 
thing of the kind. 

But in this instance the lovers split the 
difference, and Sultan Achmet was allowed 
to remain with the fair Odorante quite as long 
as it was absolutely prudent. Of what avails 
the reluctant logic of a mistress pitted against 
the impassioned sophistry of an ardent lover ? 
It was arranged that they should meet again 
shortly, and Sultan Achmet, with a last fond, 
lingering look, as the North Land savage 
sentimentalists have it, tore himself away. It 
was a beautiful night ; the soft waters of the 
Bosphorus running placidly beneath the re- 
splendant lights of the bright stars. Scarcely a 
breath of wind disturbed the air, which was so 
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elastic and buoyant as to lend vitality to, and 
prompt calm and soothing reflections. Sub- 
jected to this influence, the sultan reclined in 
the stern of his caxque, allowing free scope to 
his imagination, which, habituated as it was to 
sympathetic emotions of almost every kind, 
required some novel agency to awaken it from 
its habitual lethargic state. 

Almost before he was aware of the fact, the 
bows of his caXque had struck the landing- 
steps of his palace. Springing lightly out, he 
went up the stairs and through the different 
ante-chambers and lobbies leading to his own 
private apartments, without bestowing so 
much as a glance either to the right or left. 
He wished to be left to his own thoughts, and 
intended to shut himself up. He had scarcely 
given his commands to his aga, when our old 
friend Muftifiz, who had now become so great 
a personage as to be the sultan's favourite 
counsellor, stepped up and informed him that 
the Scheick Ul Islam had appeared at the 
palace some twelve or fifteen minutes before, 
and with many gestures, the result of excite- 
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menty had asked to be admitted to his presence 
immediately. Muftifiz, for reasons of his own, 
nirhich reasons the sultan fully understood and 
appreciated, had told him, not that the sultan 
was enjoying the evening breeze on the bosom 
of the waters, or in the arms of — ^well, never 
mind whose arms — ^but that he was at that 
moment closeted with the ambassador of 
Tricolus the Great; discussing state matters of 
the very gravest importance, but that he had 
no doubt the sultan would receive him the 
moment he was disengaged — all this to gain 
time. You will easily understand that the 
sultan rewarded his faithful servant with a most 
approving smile, and was not a little pleased 
with himself that he had got safe into harbour 
before the Scheick Ul Islam found him tres- 
passing on foreign seas. 

"Let him be shown up, Muftifiz," said the 
sultan, with that self-confidence which we all 
experience when we feel that we have got clear 
out of a scrape ; and squatting himself down, 
he made a sign to an attendant, who under- 
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stood it, and brought him his chibouk, which he 
puffed as coolly as can be. 

Now any but a careless observer would have 
seen that the Scheick Ul Islam was slightly 
disconcerted as he was ushered into the sultan's 
presence. Probably he reckoned upon not 
finding him after all. It sometimes happens- 
that a confirmation of our worst fears is almost 
as desirable as the conviction that we have 
been led into an exaggerated suspicion. We 
feel lowered in our own esteem ; the reflection > 
that the case might exist where we should cut 
the sorry figure of a victim is unpleasant to us. 
If there is anything more dear to us than our 
honour it is our self-love. Having made a pro- 
found bow and settled his ruffled countenance 
a little : 

"Verily, O! Highness," said he, "I en- 
deavoured just now to take boat^for Kadi-keui', 
but thy janisaries are stationed at every point ; 
nor will they allow any one to pass. I appealed 
to thy Captain Pacha, from whom I learnt that 
the restriction emanates even from thy Great- 
ness, to whom he referred me, not daring to 
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make an exception even in my favour without 
an order from thy august hand. By Allah ! 
at whose throne of grace thy every action shall 
be judged, hast thou, O ! Highness, taken the 
necessary steps to ensure the safety of thy 
faithful lieges on the Asiatic coast? Rumour 
saith that an unruly horde of barbarians has 
just now invaded the peaceful solitudes of 
Kadi-keui, and, pouncing upon the caiques, 
carried them off, leaving the suburbans no 
alternative but to shut themselves up in their 
kioskos, and provide for their defence, if at- 
tacked, as best they may. Also, thou shouldst 
know that Mistress Odorante is at Guyuck-sou 
with but one female attendant and half a dozen 
eunuchs. My duty bids me I should be there 
to watch over her safety. What says thy 
Greatness ?" 

"*Tis but right thou shouldst, scheick — ^'tis 
but right thou shouldst," replied the sultan. 
"But make thy mind easy; my own Kislar- 
Agassi, with a hundred chosen Mamelukes, even 
now watches over the safety of my faithful lieges 
at Kadi-keuL Still, thither shalt thou proceed 
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if such be thy inclination. By the dust of my 
brodequins, never shall it be said that Sultan 
Achmet barred the path of a dutiful husband. 
And to the fair Odorante, thy better-forth, thou 
shalt bear my compliments. I have a slight 
touch of the gout, scheick, which keeps me a 
close prisoner, or I shouldmyself have journeyed 
over to Kadi-keuY, and inquired more closely in- 
to the particulars of the intrusion of our neigh- 
bours. Take this, my signet ring, thou wilt find 
it a sovereign passport. But stay, I will com- 
mand that my own crtque be placed at thy 
disposal ;*' and suiting the action to the word, he 
gsCve almost an imperceptible nod, or rather it 
was more the action of the eye than the head, to 
a dumb Nubian slave, who, like an automaton, 
stood immovable within the shadow of the door, 
and who, with one of those bows which none but 
a Nubian slave could possibly perpetrate, con- 
sisting as it did in bringing the tip of his nose to 
bear on the top of his great toe, disappeared like 
a shade. 

As the Scheick Ul Islam lightly skimmed the 
-waters of the Bosphorus, his mind resumed its usr ^ ^ 
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tenor ; one by one his suspicions [disappeared : 
in the fulness of his egotism he scarcely gave a 
thought to the danger, to him a real one, which 
the fair Odorante might have run by the incur- 
sion of the Cossacks. He had made up his mmd 
to be in his very best humour that evening, to 
find everything correct and exactly as it should 
be. Never mind if the pilaff was cold, there 
would surely be some redeeming point about 
the charlotte russe which would provoke his 
encomiums. He should even forego his harem 
that evening, give the fair Odorante the benefit 
of his company, condescendingly sip of her coffee, 
and read the evening paper to her. It was whilst 
these good intentions were passing rapidly through 
his brain, that happening to cast his eyes to the 
bottom of the caique, at that moment lighted 
up by moon's rays, that a sparkling object 
caught his gaze. He stooped and picked it up, 
and found that it was a heart-lock, set with 
diamonds ; and upon examining it more closely, 
to his infinite dissatisfaction, recognised it as be- 
longing to his wife's bracelet. As he had Wmself 
been called upon on many occasions to fasten ifc 
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there could be no doubt upon his mind about 
the matter ; but to strengthen the conviction 
there were his own and his wife's initials inter- 
laced, and framed with an engraved wreath of 
hnmortelles. With what an icy chill did the 
conscious mockery of that artistic sham strike 
upon his heart. What a cold transition from the 
speculative and ideal to *the real and positive. 
There could be no doubt of it, Mistress Odorante 
had been there, in that caique. 'Twas whilst 
pressing her hand with all the fervour of a lover's 
squeeze that the sultan had unfastened the 
locket; which fell to the ground. They had 
trodden it beneath their fee^ the interlaced 
initials with the engraved wreath of immortelles! 
Well, do you think that as all this occurred to 
his mind, the Scheick Ul Islam was beside him- 
self with grief ? Not a bit of it ; he bit his lips 
and put the locket in his pocket. I do not know 
whether on sitting down to dinner he compla- 
cently accepted the cold pilaff. I cannot tell 
whether the charlotte russe ate well. I know that 
he did not visit his harem that evening ; that the 
mufSn-man was not called upon for a supply ; that 

7 
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the "Yackmack" courier remained unopened, 
and that Castanet stated her lady had sent 
four-and -twenty pocket-handkerchiefs to the wadi 
that week. Thus much on the chapter of house- 
hold t3rranny and retaliation. Now I will show 
you how the Scheick Ul Islam dealt with his 
enemies abroad. But let me first observe : you 
will remember that the fair Odorante was not 
accompanied by the sultan in her journey by 
water from Guyuck-sou, nor to her kiosko, he 
having preceded her there. Still, she could not 
deny having used his caique, and it was prefer- 
able, think you not so, madam, that the Scheick 
Ul Islam should have picked up the locket in 
the bottom of the boat, to having obtained 
some irrefutable evidence of the sultan's presence 
in his lady's boudoir ? Besides, by the beard of 
the Prophet 1 1 cannot alter the story, and I am 
desirous that you should learn, for the benefit of 
your own practice, how an indirect circumstance 
will sometimes establish a fact as indisputably 
as the possession of proof positive. 
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II. 

THE SEVENTH MINARET OF THE SAINT CAABA. 

I MENTIONED that Sultan Achmet was an 
ambitious prince ; and should you some day 
journey to Constantinople, you cannot fail to 
visit his splendid mosque, designated in Turkish 
AIly-Minareli-Djami, from its having six 
minarets, which circumstance afforded the 
Scheick Ul Islan an opportunity to be revenged 
on the sultan from its similarity in that respect 
to Saint Caaba, which, with all the fanaticism of 
a mock-religious zeal, the former affirmed it 
should not equal in splendour. But previous to 
entering into the details of this objection, 
perhaps a description of this magnificent edifice 
may not be unwelcome to you. 

Ally-Minareli-Djami cost an enormous sum of 
mon^, every drachm of stone being computed 
at three aspres. Its high cupola swells out 
majestically from amidst a number of demi- 
domes, between its six glorious minarets, 
crennelled, at a distance, like filigree work. It 
is fronted by an open space or yard, surrounded 
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With columns, whose bases are of bronze, which 
sustain a continuation of arcades constituting a 
quadrangular cloister. In the middle of this 
yard stands a fountain, highly ornamented with 
arabesques and artificial foliage, and enclosed 
within a screen of guilt trellis- work to preserve 
the purity of its waters, which are those of 
ablutions. The style of architecture of the 
whole building is elevated and pure, and recalls 
to' mind the happiest efforts of the Arabic 
school of art, although the construction does not 
date further back than the beginning of the 
seventeenth century. A noble bronze door, 
with three or four steps to it,' leads to the inte- 
rior of the mosque. That which first attracts 
one's attention are the four enormous crennelled 
pillars, resembling towers, which sustain the 
whole weight of the principal cupola. These 
pillars, carved as stalactites, are encircled at mid- 
height by a band of Turkish inscriptions. The 
characters stand out in bold relief, and produce 
a striking effect. 

The different verses of the Koran, also, may 
be traced on the cupolas and domes, and in the 
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angles ; and present a species of ornamentation 
imitated from the Alhambra, to which the 
Arabic caligraphy is peculiarly adapted, with its 
characters resembling as they do the drawings 
of a cashmere shawl 

Alternate white and black scales line the 
vaults of the arcades. The mirahb (fixed star) 
placed in easterly juxtaposition with Mecca, and 
whereon rests the sacred book, is inlaid with 
lapis-lazuli, agate, and jasper. It is said even 
that a fragment of the black stone of Saint 
Caaba is there enchased, which, in the t^y^s of 
the Mussulman, is as precious a relic as a 
piece of the original cross is in those of the 
Roman Catholics. In this mosque the 
standard of the Prophet is preserved, and is 
unfolded only on the most solemn and momen- 
tous occasions.* 

You must know that the Sheick Ul Islam, 
prompted by his hatred towards the sultan 
which condemnable feeling was simply cloaked 
by an appearance of religious zeal, set about 
awaking the fanatical susceptibility of the 

* Strictly historical. 
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that same Mufcifiz. So he let the sultan have 
his cry out 

But as there must be an end to everything, 
even to the deepest grief, and as giving way to 
sorrow is not the way to improve matters, 
Muftifiz waited until the sultan should, of his 
own accord, adopt this, reasoning, ere he 
attempted to offer him any consolation. Then 
seeing him more calm and quietly settled on his 
divan, whence he demanded his coffee and 
chibouk — for you must know this little scene 
took place immediately after his dinner. 'Tis 
wonderful, sir, how susceptible the heart is of 
lachrymose emotions when the animal instincts 
are satisfied. Probably, had the sultan been 
very hungry, he would have attended to his 
stomach, and not thought of his mosque or 
posthumous glory. But to resume ; seeing him 
more calm, Muftifiz ventured to utter the follow- 
ing trite saying : 

'' I have heard it affirmed, O ! Highness, that 
it is a recognized philosophical axiom with the 
North Land Giaours that allowing the feelings 
to preponderate the power of volition is a sign 
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of moral weakness. It is a characteristic of the 
strong mind that it ever seeks a counter- influence 
to that which would subdue it." 

" Verily, O ! Muftifiz," said his highness, " I 
don't see the drift of thine argument" 

" I am coming to it, O ! Highness. You may 
not complete your mosque for that it rivals in 
architectural beauty the Saint Caaba. The 
latter has six minarets; in like manner havq 
you given six to the former." 

"Ah! Muftifiz," sighed the pacha, "that's 
where the brodequin pinches." 

"Patience, O! Highness. You don't feel 
disposed to demolish one of your own 
minarets ?" 

The sultan shuddered. 

" Then," continued Muftifiz, " add a seventh 
to the Saint Caaba." 

For a single moment only the sultan fixed 
his eyes on the intelligent countenance of his 
faithful adviser. Who shall describe the world 
of light which that one glance proclaimed as 
having burst upon the sultan ! With a bound, 
which none but a wild-cat or himself could have 
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taken, he leapt from off his divan, and very 
much to the stupefaction and dismay of poor 
Muftifiz, who thought his august master had 
gone mad, threw his arms about his neck, 
hugged and embraced him in a manner which, 
by the beard of the Prophet; was not at all 
becoming a sultan, I can tell you. 

Well, in a wonderfully short space of time, 
and very much to the astonishment of every 
one, a seventh minaret to the Saint Caaba was 
gradually rising to the level of its peers ;* and 
when it was finished, all obstacle being now 
removed, Ally-Minareli-Djami was completed, 
and the Scheick Ul Islam compelled to devour 
his anger in secret, as the accepted North Land 
savage figure of speech has it 

But you must not suppose that Sultan 
Achmet ever forgot the ugly trick the Scheick 
Ul Islam would have played him, and he only 
waited an opportunity to pay him off in his own 
coin. It seldom happens that a man's coat is 
so intact that one cannot pick a hole in it; not 
that I exactly see the point of this fragment of 

* A traditional fact. 
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proverbial philosophy, or the analogy between 
the picking and the hole, but it serves to illus- 
trate my purpose, and as with many a worse 
thing I must make the best of it It seldom 
happens, &a — well, you will not have forgotten 
that the Scheick Ul Islam had placed his spies 
about the person of the sultan, one of whom 
had partly overheard the conversation between 
the Kislar and the Capou- Agassi, who had a 
tender passion for the blooming Castanet, Miss- 
tress Odorante's maid; and who, to conciliate 
the young lady's brother, had repeated to him, 
what he had learnt Upon the principle that 
''one should strike whilst the iron is hot," he had 
just enticed Castanet's brother to a divan where 
he had unsparingly treated him to anything and 
everything he liked to take. He had met 
him whilst idling away an hour, and thought it 
would be a good opportunity for ascertaining 
from him what was the state of his sister's feel- 
ings towards himself. 

Now Castanet's brother happened to be 
zxhsA^^ ^nd factum fad otum to Muftifiz, who 

♦ Cook. 
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you must have seen by this time was a rus^ dip- 
lomatist of the first water, ready to play fast 
and loose with any who might be so bold as to 
venture on a disloyal business. Of course 
Muftifiz had been informed by his faithful 
achadgi of the little incident at the AlmcYdan, 
and by his direction had acted in the manner 
described at the sweet waters of Kadi-keui. 
Muftifiz further recommended him to cultivate 
the Scheick Ul Islam's fellow's acquaintance, 
and upon the strength of this recommendation 
it was that the achadgi had met the latter's 
advances in a friendly spirit. 

"My pipe's out," said the achadgi, looking 
about him and fumbling in his pocket for a 
light 

" Here, take this," said his companion. 
*'An official envelope," pursued the achadgi, 
"Never burn letters; — may be useful" 
" Only waste paper," replied the other, rolling 
it up, lighting it, and handing it to him. 

The achadgi lit his pipe, and seeing there was 
at least two-thirds of the paper remained 
unconsumed, having the bump of economy 
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strongly developed, he extinguished it between 
his forefinger and thumb, folded it up, and put 
it into his pocket 

The next morning, requiring a piece of paper 
to make a memorandum, he put his hand into 
his pocket and drew out the remains of the 
envelope. But upon smoothing it down, certain 
pencil-lines resembling a map with a number of 
dots, against which appeared the words 
" Kalafat;'— "Sinope "— "Citale "— "Constanti- 
nople," in \txy large letters, and flourished with 
a cat-o'-nine-tails, caught his eye, "Allah il 
Allah!" he exclaimed; and without losing a 
minute he rushed up to his master and gave it 
him. Having glanced at it, Muftifiz rewarded 
him with an approving smile, and bid him 
depart. Half an hour afterwards, Muftifiz was 
on his way to the sultan's palace, and within 
an hour of that a body of janisaries surrounded 
the Scheick Ul Islam's dwelling, whilst a 
second band entering it, secured him, forced his 
bureau, and seized all his papers, which were in- 
stantly taken to and laid before the sultan. 

It now became evident that the Scheick Ul 
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and extermination by the knout, which being 
his favourite pastime, as hunting and shooting 
is that of the North Land savage princes, he 
inserted a special clause for its maintenance. 

The sultan sat in council. The Scheick UI 
Islam stood before him, bound hand and foot 

" Hast thou anything to say in thy defence ?" 
he asked. 

Only this : I gave thee back evil for evil." 
Still, askest thou not for forgiveness of thy 
trespassings, as thou forgivest those that trespass 
against thee ?" 

The Scheick Ul Islam returned no answer, 
but gave the sultan a look of mingled abhorrence 
and contempt. 

"Most guilty Scheick," resumed the sultan, 
" much as thou deservest to die, still am I dis- 
posed to show clemency towards thee. Of all 
thy honours, rights, and privileges thou art 
stripped, but life shall be granted thee on one 
condition : that thou explainest the illustrated 
allegory which is beneath the mirahb in my 
mosque. The compartments are : a Mussulman 
vbent in worship ; the lean kine in the midst of 
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plenty; and a burly pacha giving alms to a 
dervish. Gro ! thou hast two days to solve the 
riddle." 

That time having expired, the Scheick Ul 
Islam was brought back. 

"Art thou ready with thy answer?" asked 
the sultan. 

" Even so/* he replied " Prayer will carry the 
Moslem half-way to Allah; fasting will bring 
him to the door of his palace; but charity 
and benevolence^ by which Allah is best wor- 
shipped^ will ensure him culmittancej* 

''Thou hast said it Gro thou, therefore, and 
do likewise," said the sultan. And the Scheick 
Ul Islam was sent about his business, and 
Mistress Odorante got a pension. 
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BEETROOT versus COFFEE-POT. 

Being tlie seventh Tale of my Dragoman. 

You will not have forgotten our old acquaint- 
ances, Achmet Benali and Achmet All, the 
grand master of the mules and whipper-in in 
ordinary to the seraglio, and the master of the 
pantaloons and dispenser-in-extraordinary of 
otto of roses, those fellow-ministers of the 
guilty Bibi and Kiaya, who were so deservedly 
put to death for their misdeeds, and you may 
have thought that so salutary an example, and 
the timely warning they had received from 
Muftifiz, would have effectually deterred them 
from ever again betraying the trust reposed in 
them by the state. Indeed, so long as the 
faithful Muftifiz remained with his beloved 
master, to watch over his interests and direct 
his councils, both Achmet Benali and Achmet 
Ali were much too prudent to risk a second 

offence ; but the wide-spread publicity of this 

8 
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worthy servant's good deeds having reached 
even the sultan, that prince had expressed a 
wish that he should join his court. The desire 
was equivalent to a command ; and, with much 
regret on both sides, Muftifiz having packed up 
his things, had bid the pacha a heartfelt fare- 
well, and quitted the province. 

Upon this, Achmet Benali and Achmet AH, 
freed from the supervision to which they had 
been subjected, returned to their old and 
reprehensible ways. Setting at nought the 
estimable sentiments of the humane but weak- 
minded pacha, who, now that he had lost the 
valuable counsel of Muftifiz, seemed incapable 
of offering an objection, they took the high 
hand, governed as they liked, framed new laws, 
repealed others, introduced oppressive taxation, 
admitted objectionable distinctions, rode the 
high horse, saddled the nation, overran -the 
constable, and licked the watch. 

It is not to be supposed that even so lym- 
phatic a people as the Moslem could submit to 
this treatment without raising a finger in sign 
of dissent. There were grumblings, and itieet- 
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ings, and vociferations, and resolutions, and 
petitions, on the one hand; and on the other, 
courtesy, and calipash and calipee, and silence 
and contempt. 

But will you easily understand this when I 
inform you that it was through his ministers 
only that any address to the pacha could reach 
him ; for although, now and then, he went 
abroad unaccompanied, still they had led him 
to believe there was that spirit of insubordi- 
nation amongst his people that, for the in- 
surance of his personal convenience and comfort, 
he should undertake those journeys strictly 
incog. Once or twice the poor pacha had 
evinced a disposition to kick over the traces of 
these restrictions : then had there set in for him 
one of those days of political " clouded happi- 
ness," which none but wedged-in monarchs can 
fully understand, and sledge-hammer diplo- 
matists fully explain. That had put .a damper 
on his aspirations. True, there was the Yach- 
^nac Expositor^ the Tchorbadji Herald, and the 
morning and evening PantaleL These were all 
laid upon his table, and I presume he occasion 
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ally glanced at them ; but, sir, what's the use of 
a grand master of the mules, and a master of 
the pantaloons, and a groom of the slippers, 
and a stick in waiting, if a pacha is to bear 
the infliction of uncultivated truths and raw 
complaints ?" What is food for the gander is 
not always food for the goose, in spite of what 
the North Land savages affirm. Delicate 
stomachs require delicate dishes, and when a 
mess was served up, which to the committee of 
goute-sauces appeared indigestible, it was kept 
back. Thus, with intestines regulated, head 
cool, and feet warm, this most easy-going pacha 
put his trust in Providence for the rest — Eh! 

what ? 1 doubt it, sir — you cannot give me 

another instance. 

Still the pacha had his walks on the sly, 
which were frequently extended far beyond the 
walls of the city. There was one spot to which 
he gave the preference ; that was the dwelling 
of a poor industrious agriculturist, the tenant of 
Achmet Benali, who, toiling early and toiling 
late, after paying his rent and taxes, could 
scarcely scrape together a bare subsistence. 
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At this man's house the pacha would frequently 
stop and rest himself. His host was far from 
guessing what was the visitor's rank, who as he 
adapted his bearing and conversation to the 
circumstance of place and position, was often 
led into discussions, from which he gleaned 
many a wholesome truth and valuable piece of 
information. Thus of an evening, after the 
labours of the day, whilst the agriculturist was 
attending to his garden, in the cultivation of 
which he took great pride, the pacha would 
unostentatiously make his appearance, quietly 
open the little wooden gate, stealthily tread the 
neat gravel-walk, and, directing his steps to 
where his host, with his back turned to him, 
was at work, would stop and complacently 
watch his occupation. Then the industrial as 
he rose from his stooping posture would per- 
ceive his visitor, whose looks would invariably 
be directed towards him with a benignant and 
sympathising expression. 

"Are you there, Ali Ben Dolorus!" That 
was the nam de guerre the pacha had adopted. 
''In truth, your movements are so noiseless. 
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that^ did I not know such a thing to be impos- 
sible, I should conclude you had come here by 
enchantment.'* 

"Eh, eh, eh,'* chuckled Ali Ben Dolorus,. 
his majestic sides shaking in accompaniment. 
" How's my friend Ali Ben Abitet to-day ? 
What are we so busy planting there ?" 

" This^" said Ali Ben Abitet, advancing to- 
wards him with a slow step, as he carefully 
picked his way across the different beds, his 
eyes fixed on a small opened paper parcel he 
held in his hand, and which contained seed — 
"This is something new, and its cultivation 
will, I hope, ensure that agricultural prosperity 
of which we so muc h stand in need. It is a 
rare plant, extensively cultivated amongst the 
North Land savages, from whom this parcel 
cometh, addressed to me by my very particular 
friend, the great North Land agricultural cham- 
pion, Mr. Protection. It's a member of the 
numerous family of the Leeks, was known to 
the ancients as the Betarapa, and surnamed by 
its present adoptive parents, who are celebrated 
for their particular genius for euphonious ap- 
propriations, ' Beetroot' 



> » 
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" Previous to its importation to those climes," 
resumed Ali Ben Abitet, "the North Land 
savages had carried the terrors of war into 
distant countries, and, having conquered, they 
exacted of the inhabitants that they should 
supply them with sugar according to their 
requirements ; but the fondness for sweetmeats 
of that people having reached such a degree 
of magnitude, their rulers considered it had 
become a matter of the first necessity to meet 
this great demand by a more plentiful, and, at 
the same time, a readier supply. The leading 
practical botanists and the learned generally 
were invited to lend their aid, and a valuable 
prize was offered to him who should show how 
the desired result might be obtained. This 
great trial of strength resulted in the rescue 
of that venerable legumeu from the shades of 
oblivion. Its luscious juice was found to 
possess all the requisite saccharine properties; 
and in addition to being, when boiled, a palat- 
able purifier of the blood, a sugar is made from 
it which equals, if it does not surpass, in quality 
that of the remote lands I have mentioned." 
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" Holy prophet !" exclaimed All Ben Dolorus. 
" And it is by the cultivation of this rare plant that 
you hope to find a remedy for these hard times ?" 

"Even so," replied Ali Ben Abitet; "for 
hard as these times undoubtedly are, I foresee 
that we shall soon have still greater difficulties 
to .contend against." 

"Ah ! say you so?" 

"Why, yes. But come into the suuimer- 
house ; I have some curious plants to show you ; 
amongst others a rose-tree, which in its indi- 
genous state has no thorns. 'Tis a native of the 
Alps. Observe, it is already losing its peculi- 
arity, for reared beneath a warmer sun the 
thorns begin to grow. What think you of it as 
an emblem of ingratitude ?" 

" La, la, la," said Ali Ben Dolorus. 

" But I am straying from the subject of our 
conversation. You must forgive me ; I love to 
talk about my flowers. I was saying that I 
fear there is a worse time coming. Do you 
know I have my doubts as to the benefit which 
will accrue from the * Privilege Act,' and I pray 

" Allah il Allah !" ejaculated Ali Ben Dolorus. 
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that the pacha may not be deceived by the 
representations of his ministers, but will spare 
his people any further oppressive measure. I 
believe he has a good heart, but I fear he is 
weak-minded and easily led." 

" La, la, la," said Ali Ben Dolorus. 

"Yes ; for have you considered what will be 
the ultimate effect of the ' Privilege Act ' if it 
be carried by the viziers ? It will be productive 
only of a further increase of rent, and, as it is, 
the land barely yields a sufficient produce to 
meet the heavy demands exacted from us by 
our grasping landlords." 

" I do not clearly see the force of your argu- 
ment," answered Ali Ben Dolorus. "It is 
proposed by the viziers, who are at present the 
land-owners, to extend the privilege to wealthy 
burgesses, who, upon being possessed of a 
certain extent of land, shall have a voice in the 
affairs of the state." 

'* Exactly; that's just where the mischief lies.' 

" How do you make it out ?" 

^ I will show you. The viziers have fixed 
the rents at so high a rate, that to attempt* 
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single-handed, a further increase at this moment 
would be to incur great personal risk, and 
endanger the safety of the state ; for the 
burgesses, who are indirectly concerned with 
ourselves, inasmuch as having exorbitant rents 
to pay we have no alternative but to raise the 
price of provisions, in the event of their rising 
still more, would join us in opposing that 
attempt. The viziers feel this, and therefore 
hold out, as a bait to wealthy burgesses, the 
honours and consideration attendant on diplo* 
matic rank, for which they can only be qualified 
by the possession of land. Consequently, 
having become, in a legislative sense, part and 
parcel of that body, they will easily sacrifice to 
their gratified vanity and the advantages of a 
higher position what little respect they have for 
equity, when urged by a purely selfish feeling, 
and freely give their support to the viziers in 
whatever they may think fit to attempt, and 
who, you may be sure, will not be slow to take 
every advantage of the circumstance." 

"La, .la, la, who would have thought it! — ^but 
what a terse logician you are, friend Abitet." 
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" Not at all. All Ben Dolorus ; the con- 
juncture is self-evident enough, and only re« 
quires the exercise of a little penetration and 
calm thought to be apparent to the least gifted 
understanding. Would that our beloved pacha 
gave it five minutes' serious consideration, and 

« 

then, maybe, the viziers wouldn't have it all 
their own way." 

"Have you, then, so bad an opinion of his 
ministers ?" asked Ali Ben Dolorus. 

" I believe they are neither better nor worse 
than mankind in general Ah ! Ali Ben Dolorus^ 
misfortune tries a man, but prosperity brings his 
nature out We are all more or less ambitious ; 
with some of us, this passion takes such a 
shape ; with others, such another ; and once 
encouraged, is, perhaps, the only feeling which 
cannot be thoroughly gratified. I could give 
you some striking instances also to proye that a 
hidden, but not less certain, pusillanimity is 
closely allied to this sentiment, which ever 
prompts the ambitious to shift the responsibility 
of their acts on the shoulders of others. How 
can it not be so ? — ambition and heartlessness 
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are twin sisters. The viziers are in the 
ascendant ; they have the pacha's ear, and the 
higher they are, the higher they wish to be ; 
that's a natural consequence, Ali Ben Doloms. 
But depend upon it, the poor pacha is the cat's- 
paw that draws the roasted chestnuts out of the 
fire. He's the ladder which the fox you have 
heard of should have had when he said the 
grapes were sour." 

" La, la, la," said Ali Ben Dolorus ; " but 
what can a poor pacha do ? How is he to learn 
all this ?" 

" Knock, and it shall be opened unto you," 
replied Ali Ben Abitet. "Shall I tell you a 
story, Ali Ben Dolorus ?" 

" I should much like to hear it." 

" Well, sit you down." 

And taking his place in front of the pacha, 
Ali Ben Abitet hailed an attendant, and com- 
manded him to set a cloth between them, and 
fetch chibouks and coffee. This done, and the 
amber mouthpiece being presented to each, Ali 
Ben Abitet began his story. 
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THE TALE OF THE HUNGRY DOGS. 

BY ALl BEN ABITET. 

•* Nardi parvus onxy." — Horace, 
" Truthful eloquence laughs at eloquence." — Mu/Hfiz, 

"A VERY long time ago, there lived a North 
Land Giaour, who was so idle that he avoided 
as much as possible even those duties the per- 
formance of which would have materially added 
to his personal comfort. It is recorded that 
he was so lazy as to neglect entirely to make 
his bed of a morning, preferring to lie in it hard 
as it was. You will easily imagine that it was. 
anything but a bed of roses. He was in the 
habit of shutting himself up for weeks together, 
and people noticed that it was only on those 
days when the sun shone in all its splendour 
that he appeared at alL At such times he 
would select a soft, grassy spot, cast himself 
down at full length, and bask in all the glory of 
the sunshine. In other respects he allowed 
matters to take their course, and seemed de- 
termined not to trouble himself about anything. 
This Giaour, however, had a companion, a dog, 
to whose ugliness, probably, might be attri- 



126 Tales of my Dragoman. 

buted its having chosen such a master. It had 
met with nothing but ill-treatment from every- 
body, but it proved a perfect treasure to the 
Giaour, who found a means of turning its 
instincts to, account. Amongst other clever 
Iricks he taught it, such as closing the door 
behind him, and reaching him his pipe from off 
. the mantleshelf; he taught it also to go to 
market, and fetch home the provisions for the 
day." 

" Holy Prophet !*' exclaimed Ali Ben Dolorus. 

*' This is how it occurred. At a certain hour 
of the morning the dog, which had been taught 
to seek it, would know where to find a small 
wicker-basket, in which the Giaour had pre- 
viously placed a few coins folded up in a piece 
of paper. With the basket in its mouth the 
dog would start off, and proceed towards the 
heights. First of all it would call in at the 
sausage factory, and bring away some chitlings 
or sausages for its master, the price of which — 
a fixed sum in aspres — would be taken from 
the paper containing the money. One aspre 
'-would be the difference left, for which, at the 
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slaughterer's next door, it would receive dogs'- 
meat to that amount. But its own dinner, as 
well as that of its master, would be placed 
side by side in the basket, without its ever 
failing on a single occasion (so effectually had 
it been broken in) to bring home the whole 
intact, waiting its master's pleasure to be re- 
warded for its labour. But dogs are never so 
badly off, but there are certain circumstances 
of their position which will excite the jealousy 
of other dogs ; and I think this sentiment does 
not apply solely to the canine race. I must tell 
you, that that particular province abounded in 
animals of that species, many of which had no 
ostensible means of livelihood or occupation 
whatsoever, mere idlers about town, living no 
one knew exactly how — by the exercise of 
their instincts probably. That was long before 
the 'lucky-dog ' assimilation had been heard, or 
even dreamt of That popular expression was 
adopted subsequently, in memory of that ex- 
emplary North Land savage prince, Charles 
II., as a feeble testimony from posterity to 
liis rare and exalted qualities. At the prese 
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day, the North Land savage ladies' favourite 
companions are the King Charles lap-dogs. 
How beautifully has it been remarked that 
there is no virtue but will, sooner or later, meet 
with its regard ! But to resume. I said that 
particular province was overrun with dogs. 
Now, certain hungry ones amongst them had 
got scent of the peregrinations of the faithful 
and honest animal's which happened to pass 
laden with its burden one day that they in a body 
lay in wait for him at the corner of the street 
It was not until he was close upon them that he 
became aware of their antagonistic proximity ; 
but an unerring instinct showed him at a glance 
that to a covetous feeling only was their pre- 
sence to be attributed. He was not a pugna- 
cious dog, nor one possessed of that cool, 
calculating courage which enables mortals to 
submit with resignation to the greatest injuries, 
and pocket the deadliest affronts with a mag- 
nanimous determination to treat their enemies 
with contempt. He was simply, but decidedly, 
a cowardly dog ; and no sooner did he perceive 
the hostile intentions of the depredatory 
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animals, which, indeed left him but short time 
for consideration, than he set up a terrible howl, 
and with stiffened ears, protruding eyes, and 
tail tightly wrapped in behind, turned at once 
to the right about, and scampered off in a 
contrary direction. The others gave chase, 
but at their ease ; for at the very next turning 
at which the decamping dog appeared, he ran 
against a second party of wretchedly-fed 
animals, which were also anxiously waiting his 
arrival It was evidently a losing game ; so, 
following up to the letter the accepted maxim 
that discretion is the better part of valour, 
and that 

' He that funks and runs away, 
Lives to fight another day.' 

he prudently dropped his store, and made 
every despatch to save his skin, leaving the 
buccaneering party in undisturbed enjoyment 
of their booty, which, be it observed; was all 
they wanted. But how do you like my 
Latakia r 

" It smokes pleasantly enough," answered Ali 

Ben Dolorus ; " but pray continue your story, 

9 
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I feel quite interested in the fortunes of the 
good dog." 

" He merits all your kind regard and just 
commisseration," resumed All Ben Abitet ; " for 
on reaching home minus the basket and pro- 
visions, you will not be astonished when I tell 
you, however you may be pained to hear it, 
that his master, beneath whose notice it was to 
enter into details, and contrary to whose 
adopted principle it was to admit the pos- 
sibility of an accident, straightway seized him 
by the scruff of the neck, held him out at 
arm's length, and inflicted on him a lengthened 
and severe castigation." 

" La, la, la, the brute !" exclaimed Ali Ben 
Dolorus. 

" So I think ; but that isn't all. The Giaour 
bought another basket, and sent the poor dog 
on the same errand the next day. Another 
similar accident occurred, followed by a second 
edition of cruelty to animals. Again the 
Giaour goes without his dinner. Comes acci- 
dent No. 3 : — dog half-dead ; North Land savage 
half starved. Something wrong. Next day 
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dog in high favour ; Giaour taking his dinner," 
Halt, Ali Ben Abitet. 

Ali Ben Dolorus with mouth open, waiting to 
hear more. 

"I say," resumes Ali Ben Abitet, laying 
great stress upon the words — " I say that the 
dog] was exculpated, and that the Giaour did 
him justice, and to himself as well." 

" La, la, la, how was it ?" 

" The North Land Giaour," replied Ali Ben 
Abitet, puffing out his last whifT, ''took the 
trouble*' to go and inquire into the matter 
himself." 

" La, la, la," said Ali Ben Dolorus. 

II. 

ACMET Benali and Achmet Ali were in 
close and familiar confab, in the sanctum 
sanctorum of the former. They had met on 
an important subject. 

" Serious ! " 

" Very." 

"Tis a splendid affair," said Achmet Ali, 
who had uttered the trisyllable. "I'm told 1^ 
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measures three feet from the top to the tail, and 
twenty inches in circumference. The pacha is 
in ecstasy about it; he says the discovery will 
prove an inestimable boon to the people^ and 
purposes granting high honours to the producer. 
Of course you have heard of the fine present he 
has made him in return ?" 

"No, by Allah, I have not; what may it be?" 

"No less than the house, lands, and appur- 
tenances of his farm of Roumelie." 

" You surprise me." 

"I confess I am myself astonished, seeing 
that, notwithstanding it is a curious specimen of 
the vegetable kingdom, I am disposed to doubt 
its having those extraordinary qualities which 
will, it is affirmed, ensure its becoming popular. 
Sugar, indeed ! Do you know I put a slice in 
my coffee. It's all my eye." 

" I am glad to hear you say so, but I don't 
know what has come to the pacha of late ; he in- 
terferes in state affairs, insists upon seeing 
things done himself, calls us to account, and I 
must say walks out a great deal too often. I 
shouldn't be surprised now if he had come 
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across that chattering tenant of mine, Ali Ben 
Abitet, who I declare to you has tongue and 
breath enough to turn a windmill. Have we 
jumped out of the frying-pan into the fire; 
and have we no sooner got rid of Muftifiz 
than we have to encounter another hidden 
genius in the shape of a market-gardener ?" 

"Who's 'that you are talking about?" said 
Achmet Ali, who had fallen into a reverie from 
which he was roused by his companion's great 
volubility. 

** Whom should I be talking about but of my 
self-willed and unruly tenant, Ali Ben Abitet ?" 
replied Achmet Benali. 

" Whom do you say ?" 

"Ali Ben Abitet," I said. 

"Why that's the man who sent the model 
beetroot to the pacha." 

" By the venerated ashes of all true Moslem 
you don't say so ?" 

" Yes, I do.'* 

"Achmet Ali/' said Achmet Benali, "the 
time has come when we must strike a deter- 
mined and decisive blow. The pacha, it is 
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evident, inclines to democratic principles. De- 
pend upon it, if we do not guard in time 
against new-fangled theories, our rights will be 
wrested from us one after the other. I shouldn't 
wonder, now, if our tenants do not soon set up 
a claim to be masters in their own homes. You 
will see that all our innocent recreations will be 
checked if they are not totally stopped. 
When we are short of money, there will be 
no introducing a new tax and saddling the 
people. When we feel inclined for a little 
wholesome excitement, there will be no getting 
up a hallali and hoodwinking the nation. No ; 
all these little indulgences will be taken from 
us, and then, indeed, Achmet Ali, with some 
show of reason will you have cause to use that 
oft-misapplied quotation from the North Land 
savage poet : 

• And C3 you immortal engines whose rude throats 
The immortal Jove's dread clamours counterfeit, 
Farewell ! Othello's occupation's gone.' 

It behoves us, consequently, to secure the 
support of the burgesses. I see you turn up 
your noble nose. Believe me ; I understand 
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and I appreciate your feelings; but let me 
advise you to look upon our present embarrass- 
ment as an attack of indigestion — popular ; and 
upon the burgesses as a disagreeable but effi- 
cacious tonic^ which will aid it By admitting 
them to our body, who are now opposed to us, 
with their help we shall carry everything before 
us. Let us, therefore, not lose a moment, but 
hasten to obtain the pacha's ratification of the 
' Privilege Act/ " 

"Agreed," said Achmet AH; "but I do not 
think that the pacha's humour at this moment 
is favourable to the introduction of the subject." 

" And therefore have we turned our thoughts 
to conciliating it. I believe that no better 
course than that which was agreed upon in the 
secret council of ministers to-day can possibly 
be followed." 

** You allude to presenting the pacha with an 
elaborate and valuable work of art, which shall 
bear an inscription, recording his many virtues." 

" Evidently ; have we not an instance in Ali 
Ben Abitet that such marks of consideration 
are gratifying to him ?" 
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" 'Tis a precedent, certainly. And you think 

the gold-chased- coffee-pot and waiter will have 
the desired effect ?" 

" I do." 

" Well, so be it." 

III. 

ALI CASKOO PACHA TO HIS FAITHFUL MUFTI- 
FIZ AT THE COURT OF HIS HIGHNESS SULTAN 

ACHMET. 

'* Most faithful Servant, — Remembering 
that, on the eve of thy departure on the service 
of our august sovereign Sultan Achmet, whilst 
prostrated at my feet, thou didst engage, should 
I happen ever to be placed in such a position as 
to require it, still to give me the benefit of 
thy opinion, and counsel me how to act, 
I hasten to inform thee of the very great 
difficulty under which I am at this moment 
labouring. Thou shouldst know, that almost 
simultaneously with thy departure thy fellow- 
ministers, Achmet Benali and Achmet Ali, 
returned to their old condemnable ways, un- 
doing much of the good thou hast done, and 
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attempting much which thou couldst never have 
tolerated. I confess, O Muftifiz ! my inability 
to cope single-handed with those designing and 
wicked men. I, myself, am circumvented, and 
my people are oppressed beyond endurance. 
But not content with this, they are straining 
every nerve to revive the old, obsolete, un- 
reasonable * Privilege Act,' which in thy time 
was so summarily dismissed. They believe that 
I do not see its hidden motive ; and that, fearful 
of giving offence to the burgesses, I shall allow 
it to pass. But, O! my faithful servant, I 
cannot sacrifice my people, more especially 
as having, comformably to thy salutary counsel, 
gone incognito from time to time amongst 
them, I have seen more with my own ty^'^ 
in a few days than I could possibly have 
learnt from the representations of these bad 
men had I lived to the age of the venerable 
Methusalem. It was in one of my rambles 
that the spirit of Allah threw in my path the 
philanthropist Ali Ben Abitet, who by-the-bye 
is a tenant of Achmet BenalL This worthy 
man, with a devotedness which does honour to 
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the human heart, at much personal inconvenience 
and expense, has imported to this favoured 
country from the North Land, a priceless speci- 
men of the vegetable kingdom, which is 
destined, I venture to affirm, to play a promi- 
nent part in the great work of social re-organi- 

« 

zation now at hand. Ali Ben Abitet's efforts 
have been crowned with success. A magnificent 
crop is the reward of his labours. He has sent 
me a model beetroot (for that is the name of 
the legume7t\ which would put to shame the 
whole body of agriculturists of the united 
nations of the North Land. But what will be 
your surprise, O Muftifiz ! when I tell you that 
we now have the West Indies in our back 
gardens. That we are a vast refinery, where 
the humblest may indulge at his pleasure in the 
delights of lollipop and Achmet-balls ! The 
advantage to the country is inestimable. I have 
felt it to be so. I will not attempt to tell you 
with what mingled feelings of approbation 
and satisfaction I received that mark of Ali 
Ben Abitet's laudable aim to benefit the 
country. 
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" I now proceed with the second object of my 
letter. Know, O Muftifiz ! that learning I had 
rewarded Ali Ben Abitet according to his 
deserts, the Achmet Benali party, seeing such 
little attentions were agreeable to me, have 
presented me with a richly-chased coffee-pot 
and waiter, taking the flattering unction to their 
souls that I cannot now do less than ratify the 
' Privilege Act ' in return ; and, indeed, I confess 
to being considerably put about in the matter ; 
for I feel it is not becoming a ruler to receive 
presents from his subjects and not requite the 
donors, and this is a case in which patronage, 
or favours, or appointments are inapplicable, 
seeing they have them all at their command. 
Thou seest, therefore, O Muftifiz ! that my 
consent to the * Privilege Act ' is actually wrung 
from me. A celebrated North Land jurisconsult 
hath said that there never was an act framed 
through which he could not drive a carriage- 
and-four. Canst thou, O Muftifiz ! in this 
dilemma show me the needle's head through 
which to creep ?" 
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IV. 

The council of ministers was assembled. A 
deputation of the burgesses attended. It was 
known by prgclamation that the pacha would 
that morning give his answer to the latter s 
petition touching the granting the 'Privilege 
Act/ seconded as it was by the former. The 
impatience for a solution was symptomatic — 
expectation was on the rack. The ministers 
and burgesses required the application of an 
affirmative. The body of the people was pre- 
pared for a negative. The pacha's aga appears 
at the door of the hall. 

"Allah il Allah! and Mohammet is his 
prophet. Mighty viziers, the pacha's answer 
waits to be received." 

"We respectfully wait the pacha's answer," 
replied Achmet Benali, as president of the 
council He had risen, and everybody had 
followed his example. 

Enter the pacha's aga with a roll of parch- 
ment, followed by a eunuch carrying a silver 
platter, covered over. They advance to the foot 
of the table,' on which the eunuch lays the dish. 
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"To his loyal burgesses," says the aga, •' Ali 
Caskoo Pacha greeting, sayeth : * Be it known 
unto you, my loving burgesses, that inasmuch as 
oppression begins where abnegation ends, that 
interest is antagonistic to justice, we upon a 
careful consideration and just cognizance of its 
motives, refuse to sanction the * Privilege Act' 

(Signed) 'Ali Caskoo Pacha. 

And to his ministers," continued the aga, " the 
pacha sends his kind compliments, and begs to 
thank them for their handsome present, in 
return for which he trusts they will accept the 
accompanying feeble mark of his regard and 
admiration." And suiting the action to the 
word, the aga raised the cover from off the dish 
and disclosed a splendid beetroot, measuring 
three feet from the top- to the tail, and twenty 
inches in circumference. 
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THE WORSE AND THE BETTER HALF. 
Being tJie Eighth and last Tale of my Dragoman. 

Even so, princess, Allah has made the Paria's nose like that of 

the Brahmin. He has served them alike. Why does not man 

follow the example of Allah ? 

Saadi. Translation. Mufiifiz, 

It is, I know, the general belief amongst you 
North Land Giaours that the profane footsteps 
of the infidel have never sullied the sacred 
domain of the harem. Whisperings of the 
discomfiture of a party of the sons of your 
patrician families, represented as having sur- 
reptitiously endeavoured to escape the vigilance 
of the eunuchs, have reached me. I have heard 
how in the North Land it is currently reported 
that the Lords Tom Noddy, Breastpin, and 
Chatelaine were summarily disposed of in the 
attempt ; the unfortunates, Breastpin and 
Chatelaine, spurning the alternative, being in- 
stantly consigned to the gloomy depths of the 
Bosphorus, whilst the more philosophical Tom 
Noddy, praying for life, was— hey! — Exactly, 
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sir. And why should I endeavour to remove 
the false impression ? Know not I that " where 
ignorance is bliss 'tis folly to be wise ?" Verily 
but that the teachers of men have ever been 
obstinately bent upon upsetting this axiom, I 
should decline to establish a precedent, nor 
venture to enlighten your darkness by intro- 
ducing you to this abode of celestial fires; a 
presentation, pray bear in mind, not the off- 
spring of a fanciful imagination, but de- 
tailed evidence impressed upon the retina of 
the eyes of life. 

Journeying together, we shall visit the harem 
of the grand seraglio, on to the Sultana's apart- 
ment ; but for the time being our business calls 
4is to the garden thereunto belonging, and into 
^e presence of a group of ladies seated on the 
grass, at a short distance from whom, leaning 
against a cypress- tree, is an elderly matron 
knitting, whose frequently furtive glances, alter- 
;nately directed to the four cardinal points, 
sufficiently attest the important charge with 
which she is entrusted, being, as you may 
. already have guessed it, an'immediate attendant 
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and guardian of the harem. This retreat is so 

securely walled in, excepting at the end, which, 

sloping downwards, overlooks the Bosphorus, 

that the presence of the eunuchs has been 

deemed unnecessary. Besides, it is the dinner 

hour, and the latter may be seen from time to 

time lazily advancing up the walks leading to 

the different wings of the palace laden with 

dishes containing the light vegetable food of the 

Easterns — pilaff, stuffed cucumbers, and figs> 

roasted and served up on vine leaves ; and other 

spiced fruits. As they issue ..through low 

porticos into the gardens, one may just catch 

a glimpse of the watchful doorkeeper, whose 

duty it is to give them ingress and egress, as 

with a sharp clink he thrusts the door open at 

arm's length, closing it on the instant they have 

crossed its threshold. 

It may not be out of place here to remind 

you that you should be careful not to confound 

the terms harem and serai^ or seraglio. The 

seraglio is the palace of the sovereign. Every 

Osmanli, from the highest to the lowest, has a 

harem, but even the Grand Vizier himself has 
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no seraglio. The European ambassadors at 

Pera have seraglios and no harems (?) The 

Sultan has both. 

Three ladies compose the group .of which I 

have spoken. The eldest is some seven or 

eight-and-twcnty years of age ; is a dark beauty, 

whose classically-moulded features recall to 

mind the master-pieces of the Grecian school of 

arty or a Fornarina-Raphael, were it not that a 

sleepy, subdued expression of the eye, of the 

class termed /^;;^// en amande^ indicates that the 

softer feelings predominate. She is evidently a 

Circassian, or a daughter of the Caucasus. Her 

beautiful jet-black hair, showing in a slight 

degree the crines redentes so prized by the 

ancients, and intertwined with a string of costly 

pearls and a rich India silk handkerchief, is 

worn in thick tresses over the brow and behind 

the ears — ears so white and exquisitely moulded, 

that the glittering ruby pendants which hang 

from them rather detract from than improve 

their natural loveliness. She wears a loose 

white silk pantalet, confined at the waist by a 

cord of the same material and colour, and 

10 
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reaching down to the ankle. The vest, which 
is also of white silk, made without lappels, 
covers the back only, and receding from off the 
hips shows, the bosom swelling beneath the 
muslin. Her beautifully-shaped feet are slipped 
into a pair of yellow morocco slippers, with a 
gold braiding running round the edge. A crape 
scarf is tied about her waist, with the ends worn 
long at the side. Such is Florida, the Sultana. 

That matronly-looking young lady on her 
right, her junior by a couple of years or so, is 
Mistress Angelica, the wife of Mustapha Pacha. 
She is a fair beauty, with a brilliant blue eye 
and rose-tinted complexion, dimpled chin and 
cheeks, and splendid teeth, shown constantly 
by a short merry laugh ; — a little very rogue of 
little very rogues. Her physical appearance 
proclaims her a Georgian. She is dressed in 
blue ; head-gear, pantalet, and vest, all blue, 
embroidered with gold. 

The other young lady with the pink vest and 
pantalet and proud expression of features, the 
finely-chiselled and dilated nostrils, curling lip 
and flashing hazel eye, with its long silken 
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fringe, IS Miss Violante, the daughter of Ibrahim 
Pacha, the secretary of state, niece to the 
Sultana on her mother's side, and the betrothed 
of Bibi Med j id, captain-aga of the body-guard. 

The ladies have spread out their feredges 
upon the grass, which at a distance, from the 
fine texture of the material, caught and swelled 
by the breeze, assume the appearance of a parti- 
coloured cloud pillowing the three beauties. 

The feredge is a kind of cloak shaped like a 
domino, very ample, which the Turkish and 
Armenian women wear in the street. It wraps 
them up completely down to the ankle, showing 
of their costume merely the extremities of the 
pantalet. The feredges are all precisely alike in 
shape and cut ; it is only in colour that they 
vary. The Turkish women generally prefer the 
lighter colours, such as blue, pink, or green. 
The Armenian women choose feredges of a 
darker hue, such as puce, chesnut, or dark grey. 

" Indeed, Violante," observed Mistress An- 
gelica, as she surveyed a stuffed fig she held 
by the stem, between her forefinger and thumb, 
previous to biting off the most tempting part. 
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"Fm sure 'tis the safest course. Had I fol- 
lowed it from the first, I should not now be 
reduced to the necessity of assuming the sulks 
for some days before I ventured to insinuate 
that the bestowal upon myself of any such 
trinket or piece of finery as may happen to 
take my fancy, can be the only condition of a 
treaty of peace with my Lord Mustapha. Not 
that this latter course does not answer very 
well ; but you see, Violante, love, had I accus- 
tomed my husband previous to our marriage tQ 
consider assent to my slightest wish as a ques- 
tion beyond the shadow of a doubt, and ac- 
companied that ultimatum by an assumed or 
genuine demonstration, as the case may be, I 
should have been saved a world of trouble, and 
that which now requires some days to accom- 
plish, would assume the diminished proportions 
of a stamp of the foot, a broken tumbler, or an 
exterminating look." 

Florida looked up from her pilaff and smiled. 

"'Tis an experiment may be repeated once 
too often," she remarked ; " besides, I think you 
need not take such pains to tutor Violante ; no 
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doubt she will do very well without instruc- 
tion." 

Violante, who was dipping a finger-biscuit in 
a glass of effervescing sherbet to make it froth, 
said : 

" I don't like to be denied — anything." And 
with the last word she popped the finger-biscuit 
into her mouth. 

"Quite right, my love," pursued Mistress 
Angelica, "for had you, when Captain Bibi 
Medjid threw cold water upon your desire to 
witness the masquerade, boxed his ears, or 
tapped him smartly with your fan, it would 
have been such a lesson to him, that for the 
future he would have thought twice before 
he ventured to oppose your wishes. But 
what is delayed is not given up. Be sure you 
don't let slip the next opportunity; nothing 
like decision to begin with. Now look at me," 
she continued, throwing herself back, resting on 
her arm, and holding in her right hand a 
mother-of-pearl handle knife with a silver blade* 
on whose point appeared some comfited hatchisy 
which she nibbled at between her words — " am 
not I a striking example of the evil effects 
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which attend half-measures? Lackaday, love^ 
IVe to scheme a good deal !" 

There was irony in Florida's words, as with 
a half-sincere, half-mocking smile, she replied,. 
"Take care, Angelica, you don't teach your 
husband a lesson in the art of scheming." 

Now those words were not a purely risked 
observation made on good or bad grounds, but 
the result of a foregone conclusion. Florida 
spoke advisedly. Having lady-friends at the 
sweet waters of Europe — at the valley of the 
grand signior, the sweet waters of the Asiatic 
coast, &c., &c., &c., at the lattter of which 
named places resided her former intimate 
friend. Mistress Odorante, the faithless spouse 
of the Scheik-ul-Islam, it was but natural (and 
in that she only followed the example of the 
North Land savage ladies) she should employ a 
portion of her time — ^weather permitting — ^in 
morning calls ; and here let me observe, it has 
often struck me that the sunshine is the great 
enemy of the housewife's duties. I have noticed 
that during a continuance of fine weather, whilst 
our matrons are tramping or driving about on 
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their pet business^ our household familiars are 
neglected, and the dust is allowed to accumu- 
late. It is only on your dull, heavy, wet days 
that the housemaid is called up and entertained 
with a specimen of her mistress's caligraphy, 
who, with severe scolding, traces with the tip of 
her finger, Betsy's name on the lid of her work- 
box or top of the sideboard. Then, when we 
return home, we are sure to find everything in 
good order — the poker and tongs bright, the 
mantelshelf dusted, the lucifer-box in its proper 
place, and our slippers at the foot of the bed, or 
under our arm-chair. Oh! for a comfortable 
home give me a continuance of rain, when 
madam can't get about. 

But this is a digression, and the less ex- 
cusable that I have no power to bring 
Mistress Florida to a sense of her duty ; but 
have to relate how, on the occasion of one of 
her visits to the sweet waters of Asia, as she 
was stepping out of her caique, closely veiled 
according to custom, a gentleman, whom she 
had frequently observed followed her wherever 
she went, taking advantage of her kavass's 
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back being turned, approached her and placed 
a paper in the folds of her feredge. Under 
ordinary circumstances, in the first impulse 
of her virtuous aspirations she would 
have consigned him to the unsparing 
discipline of her eunuchs, to be dealt with 
according to his deserts. But despite his some- 
what altered appearance, he having assumed 
the costume of an Armenian and adopted a 
false beard, a peculiarity of gait had shown her 
that there was some affinity between himself 
and a certain person of her acquaintance. I 
hear you exclaim, with all the incredulity of 
your infidel race, "The old excuse over again." 
No such thing: I maintain there was no 
curiosity in the matter, for do you mean to 
insinuate that a feeling of curiosity predomin- 
ates in the fair sex over a sense of propriety ? 
My dear sir ! 

I maintain it was the right feeling; for on 
opening the note, who, according to her pre- 
visions, should it turn out to be, but Mustapha 
Pacha, who most impertinently declared love to 
her, and asked her to appear in a certain 
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costume which he described at the ball-mask of 
the Princess Muckenoff, the lady of Prince 
Muckenoffy ambassador extraordinary and 
super-plenipotentiary of the North Land bar- 
barian monarch Tricolus the Great, Emperor of 
all the Snuffers. Now Mistress Florida being, 
. as I trust you are led to believe, a right-minded 
woman, and sincere in her friendships, much as 
she disapproved of the conduct of her intimate, 
Mistress Angelica, was not disposed to profit 
by the estrangement between that lady and 
her lord, but on the contrary trusted, from the 
execution of a little plot then hatching in her 
head, to bring about a better understanding 
between them, and no longer with seeming 
pretence of sincerity still to continue to despise 
and play each other false. In a word, with the 
aid of one of her friends — a Mistress Khadidja, 
whom she knew would enter into the spirit of 
it — she purposed presenting Mustapha Pacha 
with an extinguisher which would effectually 
put out the flame of his nascent love. He 
evidently did not recognize her, and probably 
mistook her for one of the ladies in attendance 
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at court. You will the more readily understand 
this, if you bear in mind that, when the Turkish 
ladies go out, their heads are so closely wrapped 
up in their yachmaks that their tY^:^ are all 
that is seen of their faces. 

" Take care, Angelica, you don't teach your 
husband a lesson in the art of scheming ;*' 
such was Florida's recommendation, of which 
Angelica took no further heed than may be 
gathered from ^.pezzicatto laugh, a bah ! and an 
inclination to the horizontal, whilst allowing 
the knife she held to drop from her fingers, she 
joined hands under her head, subjected to the 
soothing influence of the Jtaichis. The repast 
being at an end, Florida made a sign to the 
female attendant of whom I have spoken, 
which was quickly answered by the appearance 
of an eunuch bearing three pipes with jessamine 
tubes and amber mouthpieces, with which he 
advanced to the group, presenting one to each, 
beginning with the Sultana and ending with 
Miss Violante, The three ladies having now 
assumed positions of perfect ease and comfort, 
according to their several tastes and notions of 
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sans giftCy the eunuch, having lighted the pipes, 
set down a flagon of sherbet and a dish of 
sweetmeats, left them to enjoy the delights of 
the kef. 

The kef is something which differs both from 
the nap of the North^Land barbarians and ihj^far 
niente of the barbarians of the South Land. It 
is an intranslatable expression, and can only be 
described as an influence which, whilst it cannot 
represent one as being asleep, denies also the 
assumption of one's being awake. Neither is it 
a trance, which I take it is accompanied with a 
feeling painful and oppressive, leaving the body 
exhausted and the mind depressed. It is a 
lulling, sense-absorbing, world-forgetting, deli- 
cious negative state, which in the reaction 
leaves a longing, unsatisfied feeling behind. 
Whilst the ladies are enjoying the kef that you 
may not be tempted to linger unwarrantably 
over so charming a picture, — for you should 
not forget, that although under cover of my 
authority I have undertaken to introduce you 
where but few, and those the singularly 
favoured — favoured by circumstances which, let 
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the Mussulman contrive, and regulate, and 
command as he will, sometimes out-Mussulman 
the Mussulman — have rarely returned to re- 
late what they had seen and accomplished 
— I cannot consent to lose sight of you, for 
fear you should by your imprudence run 
the risks, and suffer the punishment borne 
by your unfortunate countryman the Lord 
Tom Noddy. But bidding you turn down 
this narrow walk with me, I will, by the beard 
of the Prophet, entertain you with a little 
private chit-chat, on the most approved princi- 
ple of your North Land barbarian scandal, 
concerning Miss Violante and her affianced 
master, Bibi Medjid, the captain-aga of the 
body-guard. Mind, I cannot answer for the 
truth of my relation, nor would it indeed be 
fair to expect that a chronicler should be held . 
responsible for all he says when you have the 
much higher authority of tradition, of which he 
is but a conscientious and faithful servant. 
Besides, have we not the stereotyped conclusion 
of the wise, magnanimous, benevolent Prince 
Achmet Abukerbeetle, that "truth is stranger 



The Worse and the Better Half. 157 

than fiction " — a proverb which the North Land 
barbarians, with their usual staggering, con- 
temptuous indifference as to the law' of meum 
and ieum, proclaim as of their idiom ? 

Spinster Violante, the daughter of Ibrahim 
Pacha, secretary of state, and niece to the 
Sultana on her mother's side, was a jewel worth 
anybody's trying for, and fit, in a physical point 
of view, for any one to wear; so much the 
more then was she entitled to the respect and 
devotion of so humble an individual as Captain 
Bibi Medjid, whose only recommendations were 
a handsome face, a fine figure, and his being 
the son and heir of the wealthy old Medjid- 
Couter, the miser, rhubarb merchant, and 
god of roccoco. All nobility was on Violante's 
side ; but then all the obligation was like- 
wise on that of her respected parent, who, 
on more occasions than one, had given old 
Medjid Couter the trouble of opening his 
money bags, who received for the accommodation 
certain highly-promissory notes, whose pro- 
fessions were evidently like pie-crust, seeing 
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that the giver, even to the knowledge of the 
receiver, was not worth an aspre in the sequin. 
But old Medjid-Couter, despite his filthy love 
of lucre, had an eye to distinctions, if not for 
himself, at least for his precious offspring, in 
whom he was pleased to consider himself as 
living anew a second and more respectable kind 
of life. Vanitas vanitatum ! 'Tis so, even in a 
Medjid-Couter who has dragged through a slav- 
ing mammon-getting existence to set up a puppet 
of his blood, of himself yet not himself, pur- 
<:hasing every fragment of its honours with the 
ungrateful reward of years of toil, suffering, and 
care ; — a puppet which disowns him, and 
blushes to hear him named. Indeed ! Who 
says so ? 

Bibi Medjid the hopeful got gazetted to the 
body-guard, and through the influence of his 
protector, Ibrahim Pacha, rose rapidly, for ere 
he had reached his twenty-third year he ob- 
tained his captaincy. As captain, he commanded 
in his turn the detachment on duty at the 
palace, and attended at the receptions, where he 
met and (by the beard of the Prophet, I think I 



The Worse and the Better Half. 159 

had better out with it at once) instantly fell in 
love with the charming Violante. Two polkas, 
one waltz, twenty-three words, and nine pres- 
sures of the hand, had cemented, beyond the 
power of mortal to destroy, the interchange of 
their strong celestial flame. Who doubts it ? 

Violante the charming was instructed by her 
papa not to turn a deaf ear to the suit of the 
gallant Bibi, whilst he on his part, deprecating 
to Medjid-Couter the great sacrifice of dignity 
such an alliance would occasion to his family, 
kept the game up, bled the god of roccoco^ and 
filled his pockets. But it happened that, al- 
though Violante, like a dutiful child, desirous 
of doing its parent's bidding, made a show of 
reciprocating Bibi Medjid's true love, she was 
in reality but performing a piece of humble 
generalship, inasmuch as her young affections 
having been pledged some years since, and 
soon after she had left Mistress Ladica Petti- 
cafs academy, to her father's kavass, Rikiki, it 
could not therefore be expected she should be 
sincere in her professions of love. But Violante 
tsweet knew her father's position, and knew also. 
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having no dowry, that such a marriage only as 
she might contract with the heir of the moneyed 
Medjid could enable her to live in after-life in 
that degree of splendour to which she had been 
habituated beneath her father's roof. That s 
how maidens learn and thrive, and poor stuck- 
up yokels get taken in. But she determined, as 
a set-off to this grand sacrifice of herself, to 
exact from Bibi Medjid such indulgences and 
matrimonial concessions as would compensate 
for it — if compensation can at all be possible in 
such a case — ^and, to lose no time, she adopted 
towards her betrothed during courtship such a 
bearing as left him to understand that any 
opposition to her slightest wish would be 
attended with unpleasant consequences to him- 
self. Great, therefore, was her surprise when, 
having expressed a desire to witness the 
public masquerade. Captain Bibi Medjid, with 
cool effrontery, positively objected, and refused 
to be her cavalier; and hence the benign 
suggestion of Mistress Angelica, that had she 
boxed his ears, or tapped him smartly 
with her fan, it would have been a whole- 
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some lesson to him. Indeed, probably, Bibi 

Med j id himself was conscious of having acted 

with a want of foresight, for ever after, as long 

as lasted their courtship, he endured the 

equivocal position of seeming to bend entirely 

to petticoat authority. But, madam, by the dust 

of Sultan .Achmet's brodequins, you little know 

the gallant Captain Bibi Medjid, if you think 

this valiant warrior was to be caught with such 

acting. He was a cunning, sly dog was Bibi 

Medjid, and wide awake ; and on one occasion, 

when an intimate friend had ventured to rail at 

him on the subject, he laughed a satanic laugh, 

and said, " Wait till we are married." By the 

beard of the Prophet, I would not for all the 

world that Violante had heard those five words. 

Thunder and ginger-pop, hail-storm, cataclysm, 

the rending into fragments the mighty fabric of 

the universe, perdition, chaos ! — Here endeth the 

first chapter. 

Having had the honour of your company to the 

very threshold of the harem, and admitting the 

precedent of the Lord Tom Noddy, despite the 

bearded fierce old Mussulman who reigns there 

II 
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supreme, and may take the law into his own 
hands, we will e'en adventure in. 

The door is open ; we step in, and the sight of 
such a tabkau vivant as has seldom met the 
gaze and rejoiced the heart of mortal man is 
before you. Such a phalanx of female loveli- 
ness, rich silks and sparkling jewels ! Such 
eyes, 'such hair, such hands, such feet, such lips, 
such brows, such limbs, such busts ! Such 
poses, such cushions, such glances, such soft 
divans ! 

" Eafans voil^ les boeufs qui passent* 
Cachez vos rouges tabliers." 

Giaour Jenkins behave yourself, you are among 
the houris ! These are looking at themselves in 
little circular mirrors, the backs of which are 
inlaid with filigree of silver and gold. Those 
are dyeing the extremities of their nails with 
henna. The others, with the amber mouth- 
pieces merely pressed to their half-closed lips, 
motionless, their heads slightly inclined, their 
eyes fixed and vacant, are savouring the delights 
of the kef. Let us not disturb them. On, on ; 
we gently open another door, and enter the 
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presence of Mistress Florida, and of her inti- 
mate, Mistress Khadidja, who is paying her a 
visit 

The Sultana's boudoir overlooks the Bos- 
phorus, its most striking feature being the 
ceiling, which is painted in fresco with un- 
equalled elegance and freshness. Here are 
canopies of turquoise hue, shaded by light 
clouds disappearing at inconceivable depths ; 
here are ivide-spreading lace veils of marvellous 
design, gathered to a huge glittering conch, re- 
flecting all the varied hues of the prismatic 
glass; and artificial flowers whose petals and 
leaves intertwine a trellis-work of gold. Jewel- 
boxes, whose contents overfill in pleasing 
disorder; collars whose pearls unthread and 
roll off like rain-drops ; sets of diamonds, 
sapphires, and rubies, form the subject of 
embellishment. Cassolettes of gold represented 
on the cornices send forth the bluish flame of 
perfumes, and create a ceiling of transparent 
dimness. Here, through a broken cloud, is 
seen the silvered ark so dear to Mussulmans. 
There the chaste Aurora tints with rose, such 
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as colours a virgin's youth, a dawning sky ; 
whilst arabesques of innumerable interlacings, 
carvings, gildings, bouquets of real and artificial 
flowers, blue lilies from Iran, or roses from 
Schiraz, vary the design. 

Here are couches and divans with their soft 
cushions in silks from Persia, elaborately 
designed carpets from Bagdad, Indian scarfs 
and shawls, crapes* from China, masterpieces in 
jewellery from the Paris and London marts, and 
elegant and fantastical narguilhehs, with their 
flexible tubes coiled and uncoiled, like so many 
snakes reposing on a carpet. Surrounded by 
this Oriental and European wealth and 
splendour, negligently reclining on a couch, 
their legs crossed under them, Eastern fashion, 
sit Mistresses Florida and Khadidja, not the 
least precious of all the gems which the room 
contains. With her left hand supporting her 
head, which is thrown a little on one side, her 
arm .pressing the cushion, and holding in her 
right hand the tube of her narguilheh, which is 
escaping from her fingers, Mistress Florida is 
conversing with Mistress Khadidja, whilst a 
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female Nubian slave offers to the latter on a 
silver waiter a small gold cup of honey- 
sweetened rose-water iced in snow. 

"To recapitulate," said Florida, "you, dear- 
est, will act as the Giaour Lord, and for- 
ward the billet'doiix to Angelica, which will 
inform her of the tender feeling she has 
awakened in your heart, intimate your inten- 
tion of seeking her at the ball-mask of the 
Princess Muckenoff, and request that she will 
wear a certain costume, which costume shall 
coincide exactly with that described by the 
heartless Mustapha Pacha in his note to me. 
Yqu know her love of adventure; she will 
accept." 

"What fun," ejaculated Mistress Khadidja. 
I must inform you that hers was the light, 
elastic disposition which delights in a good 
joke, practical or otherwise. "Won't it be 
fun," she continued, "to see Mustapha intri- 
guing his own wife — mistaking her for the lady 
to whom he has written ?" 

" I shall take care," said the Sultana, " that 
Mustapha receives a favourable reply to the 
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letter. Here's the draft/' she continued, draw- 
ing a paper from her bosom, and, unfolding it, 
read as follows : — 

"'Fate IS resistless. The houri whom the 
terrible Mustapha subjugates with the magnetic 
influence of his soul, remains powerless. She 
obeys his command. IncK Allah! she will do 
his bidding; but cannot answer for the jea- 
lousies of a Giaour Lord who pursues her.' " 

" That's me !" said Mistress Khadidja, clap- 
ping her hands, and jumping up and down on 
her seat, in anticipation of the event. " What 
shall I do ?" she cried. " Shall I accost her 
the moment I see her, and tell her I am the 
Giaour Lord, or shall I wait until, having 
recognized her husband in the person who 
follows her, she endeavours to escape from him?" 

"You mnst be guided by circumstances, my 
dear," replied Florida; "don't leave them 
together too long, for fear Mustapha should 
discover she is his wife. Take her from him if 
you can ; he'll be jealous and follow you. I 
shall be watching with those whom I intend 
shall share the secret, ready to appear at the 
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climax, for the bringing about of which we 
must trust entirely to accident." 

"Be sure that Mustapha gets the letter," 
insisted Mistress Khadidja. 

" Leave that to me," replied the Sultana ; and 
thereupon Mistress Khadidja took her leave. 

I have been considering whether I should 
make a third chapter of the remainder of this 
tale ; but remembering that my Dragoman 
didn't interrupt his narrative even to refill his 
pipe, and feeling no particular respect for 
conventionality in the question of literary con- 
struction by rule; but being strongly of the 
opinion of the Giaour who wrote that " ce qui 
amuse est toujours bien faity* I will proceed at 
once to tell you, in the words of that respected 
story-teller, that the night fixed upon for the 
fiie of the Princess Muckenoff, like all things, 
even your last hour. Miss with the rosy cheeks, 
which is but a question of time, at length 
arrived. 

The gardens of the palace were brilliantly 
illuminated with pyrotechnic lamps, decorated 
with the rarest plants, flowers, exotics, and em- 
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Angelica. She stamps her foot, and says, 
** Odhalyq of his dreams !** 

Somebody is advancing towards her. The 
yackmak is quickly replaced, and she is about to 
beat a hasty retreat Don't be in a huny; 
madanL There's no mistaking him — 'tis the 
Giaour Lord. Look at the whiskers, the gprin^ 
the palpable teeth, the dandified gait, and, above 
all, the incomparable neck-tie. He's prominent 
in a thousand ; and Mistress Angelica discovers 
he has discovered her. 

*' Ah ! madam, what undeserved bliss is this !" 
whispers the Giaour Lord 

''Imprudent young man," says Mistress 
Angelica* " Dread you not the gloomy depths 
of the Bosphorus, the stringent embrace of the 
bowstring ?** 

"Queen of my waking thoughts, of my 
nightly dreams^ I love thee ! An evanescent sip 
of the nectar of thy cherry lips were cheaply 
purchased at the price of the terriblest, the most 
ignominious death. Here, pressed to my heart; 
no mortal hand shall part us." 

" Oh !" exclaims Angelica, '* the sharp angular 
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As I live, 'tis our acquaintance, Mustapha 
Pacha, who has recognized the costume of his 
choice as he recommended to be worn by her who 
captivates his heart ; but who, to his inexplicable 
surprise, the more he pursues and endeavours to 
come up with her, seems but the more bent 
upon avoiding him and giving him the slip. 
By the venerated ashes of all true Moslem, 'tis 
provoking, and tantalising, and prudence-eschew- 
ing, and heedless-of-all-consequence entailing. 
Mustapha Pacha is determined to find out what 
it means. He quickens his step, reaches the 
quarry, taps her gently upon the shoulder — 
" Odhalyq of my dreams !" he utters. 

An exclamation from the lady — "Ah!" She 
turns away her head and darts off at a tangent. 

Mustapha Pacha remains rooted to the spot 
with astonishment. "What can it mean? — It 
must be she ;" and he's off again like an arrow. 

The lady has escaped. She stands alone in 
a secluded alley. She casts an anxious look 
around, and, certain of her solitude, un-yack- 
maks and wipes the perspiration from her brow. 

"Ouff!" she exclaims. Ah, ah! Mistress 
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shriek, and turned to run away. The Giaour 
Lord rose from his knees and endeavoured to 
shake off the grasp which Mustapha had upon 
his arniy but at that instant eunuchs were seen 
approaching in every direction, carrying torches* 
and concentrating' towards the spot, closely 
followed by the Sultan, the Sultana, and the 
court. Two of the three, Mustapha and 
Mistress Angelica, were completely taken 
aback. 

" Whom have we here ?" said the Sultan. 
"By the beard of the Prophet, as I live, our 
master of the pantaloons and a stranger, Giaour 
Lord, Who are you, sir ? Know you him, my 
Lady Muckenoff ?" 

" I know him not, your highness." 

The Sultana smiled. 

"And you, lady fair," pursued the Sultan. 
*• Will you do us the favour of unloosening the 
folds of your yackmak ?" 

Mistress Angelica complied. 

**Ahr shrieked Mustapha, "my wife! I 
demand^ O ! highness that she pays with her life 
the penalty of her fault*' 
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*"Tis well," replied the Sultan, " Let justice 
take its course." 

The Capou- Agassi drew his scimitar, made a 
terrible sweep describing a circle on high, and in 
another instant Mistress Angelica's head would 
have rolled at her feet! But, anticipating the 
stroke, "Mercy, mercy!" she shrieked, and 
threw herself at the Sultan's feet 

A couple of eunuchs stooped to raise her up 
by force. 

"Stop, stop," said the Sultana. "Mustapha 
asks for justice. Your highness should first read 
this billet-doux ;^^ and she handed over to him 
that which Mustapha had slipped in the folds of 
her feredge. 

" Ah, ah !" exclaimed the Sultan, " to whom is 
this addressed ?" 

"To me," said the Giaour Lord, on. a sign 
from Mistress Florida, pulling off his false hair 
and whiskers — "to me." And Khadidja was 
herself again. 

" Oh, oh !" pursued the Sultan, " a quid pro 
quOf and virtually no case against Mistress 
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Angelica. 'Tis Mustapha Pacha's head must 
come off." 

" Spare him," implored Angelica, 

" Why ?" asked the Sultan. 

" For the sake of the better half, O ! highness," 
insinuated Mistress Khadidja. 

"Even so," observed the Sultana; "for as 
your highness cannot punish the worse half 
without injuring the better, for the sake of the 
latter your highness should spare the first." 

" Not badly argued," said the Sultan, " and I 
suppose I must give up the point ; but, by the 
beard of the Prophet, friend Muftifiz," he con- 
tinued, addressing that faithful servant and 
valuable councillor, "it isn't quite clear to mc 
which is the worse and which is the better half." 
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